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HE Author cannot ſuffer this Tragedy 
to be publiſhed, without acknow- 
ledging the Obligations he is under to Mr. 
GaRRICK, not only for his maſterly per- 
formance in the repreſentation (that is 
nothing new) And for his Prologue and 
Epilogue, which have met with univerſal 
applauſe,*but likewiſe for his friendly Advice, 
by which the Play 1s certainly rendered 
much more Dramatic than it was at firſt. 
By the ſame Advice, ſome pallages are 
reſtored in the printing, which were omit- 
ted in the repreſentation. The Reader, per- 
haps, may excuſe this ſmall addition to the 
length of the Scenes ; but with the Spectator, 
Brevity will atone for a number of Defici- 
encies. | 


Mrs. C1BBER, in particular, and the o- 
ther Performers, in general, ſhould have 
the Author's . thanks, for the great juſtice 
they have done him, did not the applauſes 
of the Town make any thing, that he could 
ſay, unneceſſary, 
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Scene ROME. 


PROLOGUE 
x 
Written and Spoken by Mr. Gazzick. 


ROLOGUES, ile compliments, are l/s of time, 
T 'Tis penning bows, and making legs in rhyme : 
Ti; cringing at the door with ſimp' ring grin, 
When we ſhould ſhew the company within 5 
So thinks our Bard, who fliff in claſſic tnoauleqge, 
Preſerves tos much the buckram of the colles e———— 
Lord, Sir, ſaid I, an audience muſt be wao'd, 
And, lady lite, with flattery pur ſu d, 
They nauſeate fellows, that are blunt, and rude.— 
Authors ſhould learn to dance as well as grit. 


Dance at my time of life! Zounds what a fignt! 
Grown gentlemen (tis advertis'd) do learn by night. 
Your modern Prologues, and ſuch whims as theſe— 
The Grecks ne'er knew—turn, turn to Scphocles— 
I read no Greek, Sir,—when I was at School, 
Terence had Prologue: Terence was no fool : 
He had, but why ? (reply'd the bard in rage) 
Exotics, monſters, had poſleſs'd the ſtage, 
But we have none, in this enlighten'd age! 
Your Britons now, from Gallery to Pit, 
Can reliſh nought, but ſterling, Attic wit: 
Here, take my play, I meant it for inſtruction, 
If rhymes are wanting for its introduction, 
Een let that nonſenſe be your own produciion, 
Of went the Poet—it is now expedient, 
I ſpeak as Manager, and your Obedient— 
I, as your Cat'rer, would provide you diſhes, 
Dre/s'd to your palates, ſeaſon'd to your wiſhes ——— 
Say but you're tir'd with boil d and roaſt at home, 
He doo can ſend for niceties from Rome: 
To pleaſe your taftes will ſpare nor pa ins nor money, 
Diſcard Sirloins, and get you Maccaroni. 

| A4 Whate'er 
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Whate'er new Guſto for a time may reign, 
Shakeſpear and Beef muſt hawe their turn again 


IF novelties can pleaſe, to-night aue ve two —— 
The) Engliſh both, yet ſpare em as they're ncau 
To one at leaſi your uſual favor ſhow 
A female aſks it, can a man ſay no? 
Should you indulge our * novice yet unſeen, 

And crown her with your hands a tragic Queen ; 
Should you with ſmiles à confidence impart, 

To calm thoſe fears which ſpeak a feeling heart; 
Ai each firuggle of ingenuous ſhame 

N hich curbs a genius in its road to fame; 
With one wiſh more, her aubole ambition end. 


She hopes fome merit, to deſerve ſuch friends. 


* A new acreſs. 
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VIRGINIA. 


TRAGEDY. 


— 


ACT 1 SCENT t 
An Apartment in Cr.aupius': Houſe in Rome. . 


CLauDpivs, Rurvs. 


Claud. UF Us, didſt mark Yirginizs ?—= With 
what ſcorn 


He ey'd us, as we paſt his gates but 
now ? 
Ruf. Old age, and frantic dreams of Reme, an! 
glory, 
Have turn'd his viſionary brain. 
Claud. Saw'ſt thou 
With what impetuous haſte, and eager looks, 
He iſſued forth? 
Ruf. What is the cauſe ? 
Claud. A ſummons 
Ts juſt arriv'd, that calls him to the camp; 
A battle is expected ev'ry hour: 
Tis lucky, and will favor the deſign 
Of our Decemvir on his beauteous daughter. 
Ruf. This raſh purſuit of a contracted Maid, 
] fear, will have ſome fatal end.— Should A pin 
Employ his pow'r !—: tremble at the thougot! 
Virginius is ador'd throughout the tribes ; 
His filver hairs, his honor, his rough eloquence, 
Souls fire all Rome We u:uſt find out ſome way | 
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To turn him from ſo deſperate a courſe. 

Claud. Impoſlible and vain His headlong paſſions 
Mock all controul.—Of that no more.—I tell thee, 
No choice is left but to contrive the means 
To ſooth her to his arms. ST 

Ruf. To ſooth her, Claudius ? 

Thou know'ſt ſhe is contracted; nay, with fondneſs 
She loves the people's darling, young Lcilius; 
He who ſo bravely” ſerv'd them as their Tribune. 
Will ſhe be won by arts of ſoft perſuaſion 
To quit his graceful form, his youth and ardor, 
For the ſtern aſpect, and declining years 
Of Appius? 

Claud. Hard it ſeems; yet not impoſlible : 
I hav't in charge to make th' attempt at leaſt 
Without delay. | | 

Ruf. What ?—While the hot Centurion 
Remains in Rome? 

Claud. He is ſet forth already * t 
From his own gates ; -and now, within few minutes, 
Will turn his back on Nome; his pride and honor 
Will fpur him to the camp with fiery ſpeed ; 

There's danger there, and glory to be won ! 

"Th" attempt is ſafe ; nor muſt we loſe a moment: 
When once the battle's o'er, he will return, 
Perhaps with conqueſt fluſh'd, and doubly arm'd 
With power t' oppoſe us. 

Ruf. It can ne'er ſucceed. | 

Claud. Could we prevail but on my ſiſter Marcia? 
She is Virginia's truſted friend She might | 
Work glorious miſchief ! 

Ruf. Marcia ?—Gen'rous Marcia ?— 
Will ſhe combine in ſuch dark practices? 
The jarring elements as ſoon would mix 
Their contraries! 

Claud. What if herſelf ſhe lov'd 
Tealius ? 

Raf. Heavens! | 

Claud. If both my eyes, and ears, 
Deceive me not, 1h' as deeply wounded, Rfus. 

Raf. l'm all amaz d — if this be lo — 


Claud. 
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Claud. Ay, Rufus 
If this be ſo, then where are truth and honor? 
Let truſty nature, and warm paſſion work 
In woman's breaſt—I aſk no more—'tis true, 
It ſounds well, this long liſt of titled virtues ; 
But it weighs little. 

Ruf. Have you try'd her yet ? 

It promiſes — 

Claud. Some diſtant hints I've dropp'd ; 

I've talk'd of Appius marriage with Fatale, 
And blam'd the rigid edict that forbids 

Patrician and Plebeian blood to mix : 

My purpoſe was to ſound her; for thon know'ſt 
Her birth is of the nobleſt ; but lalius 

Is of Plebeian race. 

Ruf. How heard ſhe this? 

Claud. With filent, deep attention: but her eyes, 
And her emotion, told me all within | 
Methinks I hear her voice—go, Rufus haſte 
To Appius—tell him, that I go to pay 
Obedience to his will ; and in the Forum 
Will let him know th event, and wait bis oleaſure. 

+; [ Exit Rufus. 


| Enter Marcia, 
Marc. I came not on deſign to interrupt 
Your earneſt conference 
Claud, Marcia, to thee 
My ſoul knows no reſerve ; but longs to ſhare 
Her troubles, hopes, and fears; each riſing thought, 
Each weakneſs, and each want, with faithful 4/arcia 7 
Marc. Thou ſeem'ſt—diſturb d that brow with care 
. O'erclouded 
Denotes a ſtorm within. 
Claud. Too truly gueſls' al 
Thy aid I want, thy counſel, let me tell thee 
The weight that my ſoul labours with ! 
Marc. My brother, ' = 
Thy griefs are all my own; and if the world 
Contain a remedy, to purchaſe it, 
I'll give my means, my life, my all, as freely, . 
As I give forth this air I draw! 
Claud. 
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Claud. Oh, Marcia 
Virginia ſhe, ſhe is the cauſe—— 

Marc. Virginia ? s 
My dear — generous friend! - What means my bro. 

ther ? 
This inſtant I expect her— — 

Claud. [interrupting ber — What Virginia ?— 
Expect her here? — Oh ſay !—— 

Marc. Shall I conceal 
From Claugivs aught ? Tt were to wrong his love.— 
Know then, this day [c:/ius ſecretly 
Intends to enter Rome— 

Claud. Heavens !/—on what cauſe ?— 

Ha !—ſure he has not heard—it cannot be= F[a/ide. 

Marc. Th' impatience of a lover—thro' my means, 
He begs to meet the object of his wiſhes ; | 
To ſteal a look! to breathe a figh = no more 

Claud. But knows Virginia his intent? 

Marc. She does not; 

I only ſent to intreat her to paſs hither. 

Claud. Marcia, I do conjure thee by the gods, 
Buy all thou hold't moſt dear, attend and hear me! 
Prevent their meeting, break this fatal match, 

Or Appius ſtung to frenzy, will commit 
Some act of deſperation !—Oh 'twill ſave 
Thy friends; thy brother, Appius, nay Virginia, 
And Rome itſelf perhaps from inſtant ruin! 
Marc. Ah, Claudius! whither wouldſt tbou lead 
me ?—think, | 
Think, what I owe to friendſhip and to honor! 

Claud. Honor commands all private ties ſhould yield 
To public good; would'ſt thou behold our ſtreets 
Strown with the carcaſes of ſlaughter'd citizens? 

And Tyber's wave run purple with their blood? 
Ha, civil diſcord, Marcia! 

Marc. Gods, cut ſhort 
My thread of life, ere that dread hour arrives ! 

Claud. Tis ev'n at hand, and like a horrid comet, 
Hangs o'er our fated heads, portending plagues 
And gen'ral deſolation to mankind ! 


Marc. Why doſt thou tempt me wich theſe ſhapes of 
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Tomy perdition ?——T dare be das,” 
Unhappy, but not baſe !—Oh my Virginia 
Companion of my youth |—the tender band 
Of amity, that link'd our infancy, 
Grew with our growth, and ripen'd with our years, 
Shall I now break the facred knot with treaſon ?— 
Icilius too—a friend What have I ſaid ?— 
A friend !—Ah, Marcia, would he were no more! 
But huſh my ſighs [Ae] how ſhall IT look on him, 
When he ſhall bio, that Marcia was the ſerpent, 
That ſtung his heart ? 

Claud. Icilius? —hear me Marcia 
If thou would'ſt ſave Icilius from deſtruction, 
Burſt all the ties that bind him to Virginia; 
By heav'ns, his very life, his being, all, 
Depend on thy compliance. 

Marc. Ha! his life! — 
Said'ſt thou his life I- be ſtill, my trembling heart. aε 

Claud. Diſorder'd ! [A 4 

Marc. Muſt Icilias' liſe then pay 
The purchaſe of his love ? 

Claud. "Tis as I wiſh'd — f, 
Can Marcia aſk ?—ſhould Appius hopes be blaſted 
Think'ſt thou he'd e'er endure a hated rival 
Should live to triumph o'er him, and poſſeſs 
The prize he loſt ? - To pierce Icilius“ heart, 
And glut his fierce revenge, Appius would wade 
Tbro' feas of blood! 

Marc. Look down, ye pitying gods, 
Or I am loſt ! [afige Þ 

Claud. Diſlodge this fatal image, 
That fills Virginia's breaſt; make room for Appius 3 
Truſt me the time will come, when ev'n /ci/:us 
Shall thank thy care, and bleſs the hand that ſav'd him. 
A more auſpicious love ſhall crown his wiſhes, 
And kinder ſtars ſhall reign: | 

Marc. I dare not, cannot 

Claud: Enough—thau haſt decreed- Icilius' fall, 
And all muſt go to wreck, [ going. - f 
Marc. Diſtract me not! | | x. 
Oh ſtay b I ſhould try to pla for Appius, 

What 
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What could I bope ?—Repullſe, A and ſhame 
At once would daſh th' attempt 
Claud. To plead for Aopius? 
Feeble and vain !—Thou muſt ſow diſcord, Marcia, 
Between the lovers; Appius then may proſper, 
Marc. Moſt foul, and horrid! * 
Claud. Tis a righteous fraud 
To cheat em into ſafety —but no more — 
Heav'n points the only way to peace, and bliſs ; 
IF thou wilt not purſue it, take th' event. 
Marc Oh love! oh virtue! how you tear this heart 
[afrae, 
Means A/pius nobly Does he purpoſe marriage, 
And holy rites ? 
Claud. Tis his ſoul's utmoſt wiſh 
To call Virginia his, and by a claim, 
The proudeſt blood of Rome might glory in. 


Enter a SLave. 
dla. The daughter of Virginius is arrived, 
And entring now the gates. [Exit Slave. 

Claud. Now, Marcia, hear me : TEA 
Let me go forth to meet her, let me ſeize 
The bleſt occaſion, and in ſofteſt terms 
Sooth her young boſom with th' illuſtrious conqueſt 
Her charms have made—l'll tell her thou art abſent— 
Soon to return — She muſt not ſee Icilius 
Beware of that leave me to plead for Appi¹t. 
T'll blazon out the purity, and ardor 
Of his bright flame, his dignity, and merit ; 
I'll warm with love, or dazzle with ambition, 
Her heart, if it be caſt in woman's mould: 
Marcia, farewell ! Be conſtant, and remember, 
Thy friends, thy country, all, demand this ſervice ! 
[Exit Claudius, 
Marc. T hy country, and thy friends, dem this 
ſervice 
Ah me !—he little thinks what paſtes here 
[Striking her Breaft. 
What conflicts !— what deſpair I- he little knows 
The buſy, ſecret ſpring, that heaves unſeen 
Within this beating breaſt, and drives me on 
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To do a deed !—relentleſs, cruel love! 

What ravage haſt thou made within this boſom! 

Which nature faſhion'd in her ſofteſt mould, 

And fitted it for truth and gentle pity ! ———. 

But thou has rain'd all! Thou haſt let in 

The furies, and their horrid train upon me! 

Thou haſt undone poor Marcia / Ob, Icilius ! 

Why did I ever ſee thy fatal form! 

Why did'ſt thou chaſe me out to be thy friend, 

And tell to me the ſtory of thy love, 

Warm from the heart !—tbe flame infected me 

And can l ſee thee bleed? — Oh love and fortune, 

Guard the dear youth!—Reſerve your ſharpeſt bolts 

For me ! — Witneſs, ye gods, I am content 

To be a wretch - But bleſs, oh bleſs [civins! 
[Exit Marcia. 


SCENE II. The Forum. 


L. Vid IN Ius, Cavs. 


J. Virg. Sayſt thou Horatius is ſet free ? 

Caius. This morn, | 
By an expreſs command from the Decemvirs, 
The Lictors have releas'd him. 

L. Virg. Then tis well 
I but delay d my march till he was fafe— 
But by the gods, this outrage touches nearly, 
And calls for quick redreſs —Qur ſenators 
Thus wrong'd for riſing in the cauſe of liberty ?— 
Valzrius ſilenc'd, and the brave Horatius 
Condemn'd to bonds and death ? 

Caius, Tis now pretended, 
The earneſt interceſhon of the lenate 
Hardly obtain'd this boon. 

L. Virg. Mean, ſhailow art! 
If he is freed, their fears, and not their mercy 
Have loos'd his chains — Their dreaded pow'r now 

ſhakes | : 
They feel it too—Laſt night th' incens'd Plebeians, 
Gathering in deſperate throngs around the ſenate, _ 
With their repeated clamours ſcar'd the colour - 
rom 
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From their pale cheeks, till on their ſeat of judgment 
They trembled, Caizs ! Nay their hundred Lictors 
But ſee where Appius comes, their chief. 
Caius, Virginius, 
Retire— tempt not his rage -Vour noble friend 
Is ſafe—The camp demands your ſervice now 
Avoid his fight ; nor with your preſence rouze 
The ſmother'd flames of diſcord. 
L. Virg. Shall I fly 
From Appius ? Here I'll ſtay and dare his worſt ! 
And if his brutal pride provoke my anger, 
I ſwear, ev'n from the fulneſs of my heart 
Fil pour it on him! 
Caius. Yet be calm 
L. Virg. No more — 
When bold oppreſſion ſtalks, let come what may, 
Honor and age ſhall hold their courſe—-[ Exit Caius. 


Enter Arrius. 

Appius. Virginias, 
Your friend yet lives ; ; the ſenate have prevail'd ; 
And their united pray'rs at length have ſav'd him 
From the T arpeian rock Adviſe him well 
To curb his inſolence Let him beware 
How he again affronts the ſovereign pow'r 
With that ſeditious tongue, unleſs he means 
To pay the forfeit with his life. 

L. Virg. Tis well 
Th' imperial ſtile of kings, and 8 s reign 
Seem now return'd ; and we muſt learn to tremble; 
When Appius thunders! 1 

Appius. Think'ſt thou the Decemvirate, 
In whom the majeſty of Rome reſides, 
So weak in ſtrength, or counſel, that each citizen 
Commiſiion'd by his pride, ſhall dare unqueſtion 'd 
T' arraign their power and office, give a-looſe 
Fo his invective rage, and brave his maſters? 
But ſay, Virgirius, why art thou a foe ? 
Thou haſt not felt the weight of ſov'reign power, 
Thy family, tho' of Plebeian rank, 
Rever'd, and honor'd ;. favor and diſtinction, 
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Have till purſu'd thy ſteps, and grac'd thy virtues; 
Why then ſuch ſpleen to the Decemvirate ? 
Why ſo much care to foſter and ſupport 
Th' unruly Tribes? 
L. Virg. Becauſe I love mankind ; 
And therefore àm an enemy to tyrants. 
Afppius. Call'ſt thou theſe clods mankind ? things 
made for uſe, 
To be impell'd or check'd, goaded or curb'd, 
As higher ſpirits direct ? 
L. Virg. It ſeems then, Appius, 
The Roman people are mere flocks and herds; 
Permitted for awhile to graze and fatten ; | 
Then to be fleec'd, or ſlaughter'd at thy will. 
Appius. Not all, Virginius —ſome mult draw the yoke, 
And carry burdens. | 
L. Virg. Inſolent Uſurper ! 
Dar'ſt thou to triumph in a nation's ſorrows ? 
Nay revel o'er her ruins ? Righteous Gods! 
Brought ye your boaſted laws from Greece, to trample 
On thoſe of Nature, and your groaning Country ? 
Appius. By Heav'ns, thou mov'ſt my laughter, more 
than wrath ! 
Want ye your Conſuls, your ſeditious Tribunes, 
To drive th* ungovern'd herd at your own liſt ? 
For this, ye ſeek the rabble, make harangues, 
Complain of wrongs and ſpeech it in the Forum. 
L. Virg. Foe to thy country! what's that im- 
pious power, 
Which the Decemvirate abuſe fo groſly, 
Firſt gain'd by fraud, now held by violence ? 
Is't not mere ſacrilege, and uſurpation ? 
With all the fatal arts of dark ambition, 
Did ye not practiſe on the Tribes, to pave 
Your way to empire? Nay, thou baughty tyrant, 
Their chief, whoſe fierce and barb'rous pride was wont 
To ſpurn the commons, quickly learnd ſt to ſmooth 
That rugged brow, and court the dregs of Rome ! 
The . populace thus moulded to your purpoſe, 
Ye threw aſide the maſk, and with bold robbery, 
Seiz'd ign r | | 
2 d ſovereign power 4 
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Appius. Ay, and will hold it too, 
In ſpite of thee, Valerius, and Horatius! 
L. Virg. Valerius, and Horatius, once were names 
Fatal to Tyrants! Their great anceſtors 
Once join'd their virtues 'gainft the haughty Taręuin, 
Together ſluic'd their veins in honor's uſe, 
And purchas'd immortality ! — Will theſe, 
Who wear their Father's names forget their glories ? 
Ns, proud Decemvir ; thou ſhalt find their ſpirits 
Live in their ſons! Some ſparks of liberty, 
In Roman breaſts, tho' faint, yet ſtill alive, 
Blown by their breaths may kindle to a flame: 
The gen'rous fire ſhall catch from ſoul to ſoul, 
O'erbear all oppoſition, blait our foes, 
Purge off the foul infection we've contracted, 
And melt this droſſy age, to pureſt gold! 
Appius. Why then the fate of the Decemvirate, 
Is fixt, it ſeems, and here their pow'r muſt end; 
For ſo the great Virginius has decree ! 
L. Vir. Thou triumph'ſt, Tyrant !—— but the 
time will come, 
(Perhaps is not far off) when thy miſdeeds, 
Accumulated, ripe for puniſhment, 
Shall burſt upon thy head, wake ſlumbring vengeance, 
And juſtify the Gods!—Rome feels at length 
Thy galling chain, and pants to ſhake it off; 
The miſt, that popular favor threw around thee, 
Is raniſh'd, and ſhe ſees thee as thou art! 
Cover'd with crimes !—F raud, raping, perjury ! 
Now ſtarts to light the murder of brave Siccius, 
And thy baſe hand red with his patriot blood |! 
Appius. Confuſion ! 
L. Virg. Ha, Decemvir ! Does it * thee ? 
With murder luſt is coupled ! thy fell boſom 
No pity knows !—The cries of innocence, | 
The lover's groans, the pangs of huſbands,. parents, 
Are but as goads to ſpur thy brutal appetite ! 
But think not yet our ſpirits are ſo tam'd, | 
So broke by conſtant wrongs — With inſtant march, 
I'm join the camp—the gallant bands ſhall know, - 
While they drop blood for Rome, what chains are 
forging To 
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To fetter thoſe victorious hands that ſav d 

1 heir Country -es, Decemvir land ere long 

Expect their thanks! [Exit L. Virgimius. 
Appius. By heav'ns thou haſt awak'd, 

A fire that ſhall conſume thee !--—— Have I tam'd 

The fierceſt ſpirits in Rome, quell'd the proud ſenate, 

And bent their necks beneath my yoke, to ſhrink 

When a grey-beaded ruffian ftorms ?— Shalt thou 

Controul my will? thy Daughter, proud Plebeian, 

Shall quit thy inſolence! Appius from her 

Shall ſeek redreſs, and on her panting boſom, 

Receive the dear amends ! 


Enter Claudius, 


Appius. Now, Claudius, no W 
What bring'ſt thou from the lovely fair? 

Claud. Repulſe _ 
Reproach, deſpair — nay, ſcarce her fears ſuppreſs d 
Her riſing ſcorn ——— 7cilizs reigns unrivall'd 
Within her breaſt, nor is there room for Appius. 

Appius. Shall Appius then at laſt become the ſcoff 
Of a Plebeian girl ? That haughty Appius, 
Who with a nod has taught the ſtate to tremble ? 
No — by the gods ſhe's mine ! —— 

Claud. Conſider, Appius ———— | 

Appius. Away -ſhe ſhall be mine— her fate's decreed-- 
I check'd my impetuous wiſhes, till her Father 
Had turn'd his back on Rome, nay, bore his inſolence 
Till I een burſt with rage—— Then, but I mark'd 
His daughter for my prey, I'd like atyger ' © 
Leap'd at his throat ! But now my boiling blood 
No more can brook reſtraint I am repuls'd, 
And vengeance ſhall have way -I will poſſeſs her, 
Tho! all Rome fink to loweſt Tartarus, | 
And drag me headlong with her cumb'rovs ruins ! 

Claud. Is this the Hero, whole ſuperior greatneſs 
Has won an empire ? | 

Appius. Claudius, J am mad! 82 
I'm on the rack !—— My ſoul, with all her functions, 

| Chain'd 
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Chain'd down, and priſon'd, that ſhe cannot ſtir 
To ſhake her heavy load off, and eſcape 
From this devouring fire! 

Claud. Now, gods above | 
Whom we adore, what ſpell has chang'd thee thus ? 
And backward turn'd the courſe of thy ftrong nature, 
Inflexible till now ? — Severe, unmov'd, 
Defying Love's ſweet pow'rs, and all his train 
Of gentle ſighs and wiſhes ! 

Appius. Wouldſt thou have me 
Tell o'er the tale of my diſhonor ?—Dwell on 
Each point and circumſtance of my defeat, 
And parcel out my ſhame ? — Thou ſhalt be ſatisfy'd, 
If the hot blood, that riſes to my cheeks, 
Choak not all utterance. One fatal morn, 
As I was ſeated on my throne of judgment, 
In th' open Forum, the attendant crowd | 
Awaiting my decrees, 'my eyes were ſtruck 
With a young damſel that paſt ſlowly by me, 
Attended only by one female ſlave. 
Oh Venus, what a grace! What heavenly ſweetneſs /— 
What looks !—On th' inſlant, troubled and diſorder'd, 
Trembling all o'er, I felt a pain unuſual, 
Yet mix'd with ſtrange delight, ſhoot nimbly thro' me, 
And thrill in ev'ry vein !-—Quite fixt and motionleſs 
Sometime I ſat, nor heard tne noiſy Orator 
Haranguing long and loud ! —— My ſenſes all 
Seal'd up, except theſe eyes, which till purſu'd her: 
When ſuddenly I roſe from my Tribunal, 
Diſmiſs'd the crowd, and gath'ring up my robe 
In haſte, I followed her. 

Claud. Great Hercules ! 
Couldit thou fee this? ——— 

Appius, Before I quite had reach'd her, 
She enter'd, with her ſlave, the public ſchools, 
By cuſtom deſtin'd to our Roman maids ; 
Here ſuddenly I ſtopp'd here I ſtood rooted 
My eyes devouring her! — 

Claud. Ye powers of love, 


Who ſhall henceforth oppoſe your boundleſs ſway ! 
Appius. 
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Appius. Thus I remain'd entranc'd ; and at my eyes 
Drank in her beauties, and with them deep draughts 
Of poiſon, how delicious !—lf ſhe mov'd, 
What grace''—Or if ſhe mingled in the dance 
Among the blooming virgins, Dian's ſelf, 7 
Amidſt her woodland nymphs ſhe ſeem'd !—At length 
The exerciſes o'er, a lyre ſhe took, | 
A deep-ſtrung lyre, and to harmonious chords : 
Pour'd out ſuch melting ſtrains, as would have ſtaid 
Th' uplifted arm of angry Fowe, in act 
To deal his thunder on a guilty world ! 
Claud. In what bright forms a raptur'd lover's fancy 
Paints the all perfect fair one? But, proceed: 
What follow'd this? 
Appius. At laſt, the ſports being ended. 
She iſſued forth —— When ſtrait the eyes of all 
Were turn'd on her alone—Surpriz'd, abaſh'd, 
Her lovely face o'erſpread with roſy bluſhes, 
That witneſs'd ſweet confuſion, ſhe let drop 
Her veil, and homeward mov'd with decent pace, 
Timid and filent !—Ever ſince that day, 
That fatal day, my ſoul has known no reſt! 
The venom'd ſhaft ſtill rankles in my boſom : 
Still, as I paſs that way, I ſtop and gaze !J—— 
A monſtrous ſight !—Rome's awful magiſtrate 
A laughter to the people 
Claud. This fond paſſion 
I ſee has taken root. —But ſay, great Appius, 
Couldſt thou, inſpir'd with love ſo delicate, 
For ſuch a charming maid, ſo ſoft, ſo perfect, 
Couldſt tkou uſe force? — What! lock thy furious hand 
In her torn hair, and drag her, ſhrieking loud, 
Invoking Heav'n and Earth, and curſing thee ! 
Injure, perhaps. and wound with thy abuſes 


Her poliſh'd limbs ! By violence tear from her 
Joys of a moment, infincere, unripe, 
Not half poſleſs'd ! 


Appius. Oh! Claudius, I will own to thee, with 
bluſhes, | | 
This untam'd heart is melted to the ſoftneſs 


5 Of a fond, loveſick maid !--Fain would I win 


Her 
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Her gentle ſoul, poſſeſs her pure affeftions! . 
But, oh, in vain !—Force then muſt be employ'd ; 
The deiperate, only remedy 
Claud. Hold, Appius“ 
What it ſome luckier chance might yet prevail, 
And give her to your wiſhes, charm'd and willing ? 
Were not that well ? 
Appius. Thou mean'ſt to trifle with me!y²³w 
But have a care 
Claud. Know then my anxious zeal, 
Still lab'ring in your ſervice, prompted me 
To crave my tiſter's aid ; who won at length, 
By my unwearicd pray'r, at length conſents 
To undertake our cauſe. 
Atpius. That may be ſomething 
She is Virginia's friend | 
Claud. Pis an event 
I ſcarce could hope—And what has moy'd her to't, 
Unleſs a ſecret paſſion for Icili as, 
Unwarily have ſtol'n upon her peace — 
Appius. Oh Gods, that were ſuch fortune !— 
Claud. Diſcord, Appius, | | 
Muft firſt deſtroy their peace—let jealouſy 
Diſtill her bane to taint their growing loves! 
Light up reſentinent ! Fan the dang'rous fire 
With dark ſurmiles, hints, invented tales, 
»Till it burſt all the tender bands in ſunder, 
That knit their fouls ! Then ſeize the bleſt occaſio 
Then preis her home; and ere the ſudden breach 
Their jars have made, is clos'd, ſtep in between, 
And fever em for ever! 
Appius. Now, by heav'ns, 
Some whiſp'ring Deity inſpir'd the thought ! 
It may ſucceed-—and then !—U'll fly this moment, 
And throw me at her feet — With ſighs, and tears, 
And all the moving eloquence of love. 
I'll try to melt her heart — For who can paint, 
The energy, the tran por of a lover ? 
Methinks I'm fick of pow't vithout Virginia 1 
I fecl a void ! There's ſomething wanting here 
om 
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Come then, ſweet God of love, and crown my wiſhes, 
And touch the lovely maid with equal fire ! 
I'm wild with tranſport !—Oh, ye tedious hours, 
Add feathers to your wings ! that I may prove 

Th' united joys of empire and of love ! 


* 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Manx ci A' Apartment. 
Marcia, Icit1vs, meeting, 


Mar. UCIUS THailius! welcome! 
Ici. Gen'rous Marcia, 

Compos'd of faith and honor, conſtant ever 
Accept ſuch thanks, as one beyond all bounds 
Oblig'd, can pay !—May the bleſt Gods above 
Reward thy truth, and, at thy greateſt need, 
Grant thee a friend as noble as thyſelf ! 
Oh, Marcia [I have ſeen— 

Mar. What means, [cilius, 
This ſtrange diſorder ? 

Ii. But this morn I left | | 
Our canip—In one ſhort hour, the ſpace I meafur'd 
'Twixt Algidum and Rome, and fondly hop'd * 
In Marcia's friendſhip, and Virginia's love | 
To baniſh all my cares But, as I paſs'd 
Virginius' gates, theſe eyes beheld a ſight 
That curdled up my blood !—The tyrant Appius 
Was coming forth — What may this mean? 

Mar. Icilius, | ee | es: 
How ſhall J anſwer thee ?—In vain, alas! 

Would I conceal what thou too ſoon muſt know ! 
{, My heart miſgives me — Does the high thron'd 
villain | 1 | , 
Attempt my love Oh vengeance, vengeance, Marcia! 
Or is't a lover's vain ſurmiſe fo—— 


Mar 
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Mar. Oh no! 
- fci. I ſhall grow wad !—diſtraing, horrid thoughts 
Crowd faſt upon me |— Marcia, if thy ſoul 
Be not inſenſible to ev'ry touch 
Of friendſhip, or of pity ; if the pangs 
Of bleeding love, and tort'ring jealouſy \ 
Can move thee, ſpeak !—Reveal my miſery ! 
Suſpence is death ! | 
Mar. Icilius, that I pity thee, 
The Heavens bear witneſs for me! 
Tri. Ah, Virginia, 
Thou ſhalt have Juſtice ; Nor ſhall the curſt Appius 
Invade thy helpleſs innocence unpuniſh'd ! 
Mar. Icilius, think of that no more—His pow'r 
Mocks all reſiſtance ! His impetuous will, 
Alone the meaſure of all right and wrong ! 
Inflexible his ſoul; nor would he change 
His deſtin'd purpoſe, tho" the ſerpiiant earth 
Were humbled to his ſeet. 
Ici. Away his pow'r — 
I reck not—But be ſure if he attempt 
Againſt Virginia aught, this hand ſhall reach him 
Thro' his arm'd lictors, tho' each deadly axe 
Were levell'd at this head. 


Mar. Some dread event, x 
J fear, will be the iſſue of this ſtrife, 7 
Unleſs ſome pitying God look down on Rome,'* | 
And either melt the ſtubborn ſoul of Appias, 
Or move Trilius for his country's ſake, 
(His country threaten'd to be drench'd in blood!) 
Greatly to quit his claim, and ſhew the force 
Of Roman virtue. 


Ii. Dol hear aright ? 
Amazement ! — This from thee 1 — Marcia! — the 
friend 
Of my Virginia Marcia, whoſe ſoft pity 
Was wont to be the balm of all my woes! 
Mar. Ah, Lucius ! Couldft thou read within my 
breaſt 
In what deep character thy woes are gray'd ; 
Knew'ſt thou, thy hapleſs fate alone extorts 
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The bitter, but yet neceſſary counſel ; | 
Then wouldſt thou know too, Marcia i is not wanting 
In pity to Icilius, nor in faith 

To his Virginia! 

Ici. Still obſcure and ſtrange 

Some myſt'ry yet behind — But, Marcia, ſay, 

If I could part from all my ſoul holds dear, 

Tear from my panting breaſt this rooted paſſion, 

And quite forget that e' er I lov'd Virginia! 

What would become of her ?—That dear kind maid ! 
What would be her deſpair, leſt her condition, 

Should I, on whoſe firm truſt her gentle ſoul 

Relies, forſake her ? 

Mar, Is all this diſtreſs 
For her alone ?—Leſt ſhe ſhould over-grieve 
For ſuch a loſs ? 

ci. What dark and dreadful meaning 
Lurks underneath theſe words ? 

Mar. The mighty gods 
Direct thee for the beſt ! 

Ii. Thou mak'ſt me tremble ! 
And yet I know not why Thou canſt not mean 
Ah, no! Let me ſhun that !-—My very ſoul 
Shudd'ring flarts back, as from a precipice, | 
Jo look that way ll dare not think ſuch ruin! — 
For were ſhe falſe ! 

Mar. Icilius, calm thy ſpirit 
And ſtand prepar'd for all—Think it not frange, 
E'en tho' Virginia ſhould 

ci. Stop, Marcia, flop! ——— 

Think whither thou art going !—Oh, my heart 
Whaz feel I here !—The damps of death are on me! 
What was't ?—Thou ſaid'ſt ev'n tho' Virginia ſhould — 
Should what ?—Speak !— 
Mar. Lucius, my heart bleeds for thee ! 
Compoſe this agony—Alas! I meant | 
By danger, and perhaps too, her young boſom 
Warm'd with ambition, and the flatt'ring hopes —— 
Ii. Ruin'd !—Betray'd — Undone ! She's falſe ! — 
"Tis fo! —— - 
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Virginia's falſe! —Oh may the righteous Gods 
Avenge me!—But yet hold Can it then be 
Say art thou not deceiv'd ?—T know thou art 
Can 1 forget, in our firſt hours of love, 
How her young heart unpractis'd in deceit, 
Spoke thro' her eyes, and fondly told the ſecret 
Her tongue conceal'd ?— But then, at length, when 
warm'd 
By my ſoft flame, and melted into tenderneſs, 
In broken words, unutterably ſweet, 
Hiding her crimſon bluſhes in my boſom, 
And ſighing ſoft, ſhe own'd ſhe lov'd Icilius / 
That my ſoul ficken'd with exceſs of bliſs! 
Mar. Why, what a wretch am I !—Can I bear this! 
; F/7/7 
ci. Could ſhe be thus, yet afterwards betray me 
For Appius? —High and proud, rugged, ſevere, 
IIl-pair'd with her in temper, as in years? 
It cannot be 
Mar. It ſeems thou know'ſt not, Lucius, 
The force of vanity in female hearts. 
Well may it ſhake Virginia's conſtancy, 
To ſee a lover kneeling at her feet, 
Who, with a nod, commands imperial Rome; 
To ſee, where' er ſhe turps her wand' ring eyes, 
The Capitol, the Forum, the Comitia, 
Fill'd with the glories of his anceſtors! 
Statues and trophies ! monuments ! inſcriptions ! 
Then fancy pictures the arm'd lictors ſtanding 
In order rank'd before her palace gate, 
To wait her coming forth; while ſhe aſſumes 
Diſtinguiſh'd place amidſt the noble matrons, 
Alas ! Icilius, theſe are charms too mighty 
For our weak ſpirits ! 
Ii. Marcia, cruel Marcia, 
Ceaſe thus to rend my agon:zing ſoul; 
Virginia's falſe, and ſo is womankind ! | 
Let me be gone! The light grows odious to me !— 
Away to th' camp there midſt the throng of arms, 
Scek from the ſavage Aqui that relief | 
My woes demand! — Secure, atleaſt, to find 
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A faith more firm, and a leſs cruel foe ! 
Yet ere I quit theſe hated walls for ever, 
Once more I will behold the perjur'd maid ; 
I will ! and in the bitterneſs of ſoul 
Upbraid her with my wrongs ! [ Going, 
Mar. Yet ſlay, Icilius! 
For mercy, but a moment ſtay, and hear me! 
| [ Exit Icilius, 
He's gone ! —What have I done !—A horrid deed !— 
Methinks I dread to look within myſelf, 
I am ſo black, ſo guilty ! Let me hide me 
From thought dare not think — Ah, poor Virginia! 
Abus'd Ialius !—wretched, wretched Marcia ! |[ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


VirGinia's Apartment. 
PLauTla, VIRGINIA, 


Plau. My deareſt child take comfort 

Vir. Oh, my Plautia / 

My more than mother !—Thou, whoſe tender care 
Nurs'd up my infant weakneſs, now my friend! 
What comfort can I know, when all I love 

Is far away, expos'd to ev'ry chance | 

Of cruel war !—That dear, that faithful breaſt, 
Where my ſoul lives, where ev'ry wiſh and hope, 

As to their center tend, perhaps this moment 

Bleeds by ſome hoſtile ſpear !—while fatal Appius 
Moſt baſely in his abſence, dares invade 

The peace and honor of the maid he loves! | 

Plau. The Gods, my child, ſhall ſhield thee from 

his violence! 

Virg. ] do ſubmit me to their gracious will. 
Perhaps my death know not -- Methinks, Plautia, 
But for /cilius, I could wiſh to die! 

And ſomething whiſpers to my boding ſoul, 
(A ſtill and ſecret voice that ſpeaks within) 
Ere long I ſhall ! 
Plau. Baniſh theſe idle terrors ———— 
The fears of fancy — | 
B 2 Virg. 
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Virz. Plautia, but laſt night 
The viſion of Lucretia ſtood before me! 
Plau. Alas, my child, it was a dream—no more— 
Virg. A dream !—this mid-day ſun not now beholds 
me, | 
With ſenſes more awake! methinks I ſee, 
And hear her ſtill that more than human form 
'T hat voice! that action! grave, majeſtic, ſad ! — 
Daughter, ſhe ſaid (pointing to a large wound 
On her fair boſom, that yet dropp'd with blood) 
Behold Lucretia, who for glory died! 
Remember, that this path is always open 
To virtue, and to fame !—Then ſighing, thus! — 
She parted from my ſight ! 
Plau. * T'was terrible! 
Virg. Oh,'twas a hint from ſate—my father abſent— 
Icilius too myſelf a helpleſs maid, 
Expos'd to all the inſolence of power ——— 
Plautia, this mighty ſhade in pity came, 
T' afliſt my virtue, by her great example, 
And teach me how to die! 
Plau. Virginia, hear me 
Truſt to my cautious age, and ripe experience! 
Ere long thy father will return — with him 
Icilius comes — till then be mild with Appius / 
Sooth his wild 'rage ; deprive him not of hope ; 
Leſt arm'd withpow'r, and ſtung by thy raſh ſcorn, 
Like a fell wolf, the ſhepherd far away, 
He wrong thy helpleſs innocence. 
Virg. Oh Plautia ! 
Mutt ] diſſemble? flatter ? muſt I at 
A part my ſoul abhors ? — unſkill'd in arts, 
That falſe ones uſe 
Plau. Compell'd by ſtrong neceſſity, 
Such fraud is virtue. 
Virg. What will fate do with me ! 
O heav'ns! ſupport me, Plautia, or | fink — 
Look where the Tyrant comes ! I cannot bear 
The terror of his preſence ! 


Plau. Now beware, 3 
How yo provoke his rage !—be conſtant, firm, 2 
An 
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And meet him with a ſettled brow— [Exit Plautia. 


Enter Apr1vs, 

Virg. Lord Appius ! -————— 

Ap. Forgive this raſhneſs, fair Virginia, 
That I preſume t' appear before you, thus 
Unwelcome to your eyes, and half forbid ! 

But oh, the torments not to be endur'd, 

The agonies I feel ! They drive me on 
Againſt all hope I would obey, but cannot! 
My trembling limbs unbidden bear me to thee, 
And my fond ſoul wants power to check their courſe ; 
Ah chen ! if thou haſt pity in thy nature, 
If &er that tender boſom heav'd with fighs, 
At ſome ſad tale of wretched, hopeleſs love, 
Bleeding, diſtracted, torn with wild deſpair, XN 
Look, look on me ! for all that woe is mine ! BY 

Virg. It ill befits the glory of great Appius 
To mock an humble maid 

Ap. Alas, Virginia ! ———— | 
Mock thee ?—but well I know thou canſt not mean it ! 
Mock thee by heav'ns, all greatneſs, power, and pride, 
Empire, and rule, degraded fall before thee, 
| And vaniſh into nothing !—Turn not from me ! — 
Virg. My lord, my lord ! — without reproach and 

ame 
| How may a Roman virgin dare to liſten 
To words like theſe Hand in a father's abſence ? —- 
And what can the great high born Appius mean, 
But (corn, and ruin to Firginia ? 

Ap. Cruel! 
Thou know'ft 

Virg. My lord, I know my humble lot 
Has plac'd me far beneath you ; yet this heart 
Is not leſs ſenſible of ſhame, and baſeneſs, 

Than if it beat with high Patrician blood. 
Ap. By heav'ns thou wrong'ſt my meaning and my 
honor ; 
My love is pure as thy own roſy bluſhes ! 

Virg. My lord, you wrong yourſelf, you wrong 

your glory, 
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And that of your immortal anceſtors, 
By ſuch a mean purſuit - ſome noble dame — 
Ap. Talk not of others! — Thou alone haſt empire, 
Within this breaſt !—Others there are, tis true, 
And noble too—but ah, how unlike thee ! 
My foul grows dull, and ſickens at their fight — 
Oh charming maid ! Thou'rt of a different mould! 
Thy ſweetneſs, innocence, and artleſs truth, 
Thy nameleſs graces, and thy virtues join'd, 
Ennoble thee above all high deſcenr, 
And dignify my choice! and here, I ſwear 
I mean thee for my bride! 
Virg. Away, my lord 
Have you forgot th' inviolable law, 
Yourſelf ordain'd, that interdicts ſuch union? 
Ap. Have l deſerv'd ſo little of my country, 
As not to claim an inſtant revocation 
Of any law, that dooms me to be wretched ? 
Before to morrow's ſun awake the world, 
It ſhall be done —— 
Firg. I muſt not, dare not hear 


Language like this my lord, let me intreat vou 


To leave me till my father be return'd ; 

The daughter of a Reman citizen 

Cannot without a ſtain admit ſuch viſits. 

4p. Cruel ! - whatbagiſh me from thy lov'd fight 

For days !—whole days and nights !—it muſt not be! 

Here let me fall. and breath my faithful vows ! 

Here, on the ſpotleſs altar of thy hand, 

Swear endleſs truth and love ! [ kneeling, 
Virg. Riſe, riſe, my lord ! [alarm 4. 


Enter IciL1vus. 


Tri. Ha! do!] ſee aright! 
Virg. Icilius here 
Ap. He here !—curſt chance ! 
{ci. By all the pow'rs above, 
*Tis ſo! —ev'n as ſhe ſaid !—fure my kind genius 
Guided me here, that this fond, credulous heart 
Might 


[ Afade. 
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Might doubt no more, nor longer be abus'd 
By one ſo falſe ! ſo fatal! 
Virg. Ah! Tcilius, : 
What mean theſe words ?—Think'ſt thou — 
Ici Madam, *'tis well 
You have done nobly, while this wretch, this drudge, 
Was abſent, lab'ring in the fields of death h 
You've made a choice moſt worthy of you Appius 
Alone could merit ſuch a heart as yours ! 
is true, your vows are mine—but what are vows ? 
Your mounting ſpirit ſcorns to fly at lels ; 
Than empire! — Diadems perhaps, and ſceptres ! 
Fit recompence for Appius mighty :ppizs ! 
The righteous lawgiver ! the glorious patron 
Of liberty, and father of his country ! 
Ap. Inſolent Tribune, hence !—-doſt thou preſume 
With ſcurril taunts ? : 
Ici. What, thou art champion for her! — 
She well deſerves it 
Virg. Is this well, Jcilins ?. 
From thee this uſage ? 
Ap. By the Gods, ſweet maid, . 
I will revenge thy wrongs ! they're mine — P/ebeian ! 
Thy ſpeech, as baſe as thy ignoble birth, 
Shall coſt thee dear !—reſpeQ reſtrains my rage, 
Or with this arm I would chaſtiſe thee hence ! 
: ' {Laying his hand on his ſword. 
ci. By heav'ns, Decemwir, but unſheath thy ſword, 
And thou o'erpay'ſt my wrongs —1'll call thee noble 
But I forgot—thy courage is entruſted 
7 To ſafer hands - to lictors, guards, and armies. 
[Appius coming up fiercely wwith his favord 
drawn, Virginia ruſhes between. 
Virg. For mercy hold I- Oh ſpare my ſoul theſe 
terror, 
Nor drive me to deſpair! 
Ap. Thou lovely fair © 
Compoſe thy breaſt! here at thy feet I lay 
My ſword and my reſentment, and diſclaim 
Anger, ambition, pride, and ev'ry paſſion, 
But love 
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Ici. Is't come to this? — Gods, ſhe avows 
Her perfidy, nor thinks me worth the pains, 
Ev'n of a little poor diſſimulation! 

Virg. His anguiſh touches me; but conſcious pride, 
And injur'd honor, after ſuch an outrage, 

Forbid that he ſhould know it [aide] yes—perhaps 
*T'15 true; and thou doſt well to think me falſe ; 
Thou ſee'ſt I labour not t'evade the charge, 

Nor do I deign an anſwer ! 

Ap. This goes well ——— 

I'll interpoſe no longer 

Ici. Yes, I fee, 
That heart, which once I thought the gift of heav'n 
To bleſs my days, is ſold to baſe ambition; 

That venal heart not giv'n, but ſold! - Go then, 
Thou perjar'd maic ! enjoy thy guilty greatneſs! 
Go! anew Tu//ia ! help thy impious Targuin 

To trample on thy country's bleeding boſom ! 

Like her, triumphant on thy baughty car, 

Drive o'er thy rev'rend father's mangled coarſe, 
And think no read too ſhort, that leads to empire! 

Vir. Go thou ! nor longer dare to violate 

My ears with thy licentious, brutal ſpeech ! 

Go, where I never may behold thee more! 
Ap. Why this exceeds my hopes! -—1 thank thee, 
Marcia | Lide. 

Ici. Ves, falſe one, I will go! —I ſee my preſence 

Is irkſome grown to thee ; yes, I will go, 

And where thou never ſhalt behold me more ! 

Come, ye fierce Aqui, pierce this breaſt ! here make 

A paſſage for my ſtreaming blood ! — The torrent 

Shall waſh away Virginia's fatal image 

T too, as well as ſhe, will thank the hand 

That gives the blow ! 
Vir, Reſentment, grief, and pity, 

Tear up my ſoul !—Alas, theſe ſtarting tears 

Will tell what paſſes here! [afide, ftriking her breaft. 
ki. Now, cruel maid, 

Farewel ! a long, and laſt farewel for ever ! 

I will not call upon the mighty Gods 
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To puniſh thee, or to avenge my wrongs 
No — while this breath of life remains, I cannot, 

I cannot curſe Virginia that lov'd name, 

That once lov'd name, is dear to me ev'n (till ! 

This only 'midft the glories of thy triumph, 
Mayſt thou remember, not without a pang, 

Him whom thou haſt undone ! the wretch [c/;us ! 
Who lby'd thee with ſuch but no more — Farewel. 


[ Going, 


Vir. Oh ſtay, yet ſtay, Iilius! 

Ap. No, let him go. [Exit Ic; 
And elſewhere vent his baſe Plebeian inſolence, 
While Appius at thy feet ———- 

Vir. Off! hold me not ! 
What, is he gone ? - diſtraftion ! madneſs ! death 
Return, return, Ialius, ———— 

[ Attempting to follow, but held by Appius. 

Ap. Fair Virgina, 
He meritsnot thy love; deſpiſe, forget him ; 
And oh, let faithful Appius bending thus, 
Embracing thus thy knees ! N 

Vir. [SI fruggling to fellow Icilius, but hild by 

Appius.) 

My life ! my Lucius ! ———— BR 
He's gone ! for ever gone !—hence, barb'rous tyrant ! 
Pollute me not with thy infected touch, 1 
Nor longer blaſt my ſight with a ſuch a monſter! 
Is't not enough thou halt undone my peace, 
Blotted my fame, drove from my longing eyes 
My only love, deſpairing. bent on death, 
Stabb'd to the heart with the empoiion'd thought 
That his Firginia's falſe? — And would thy cruelty 
Yet farther toriure me ? 

4p. Ha, 1s it thus ? | 
Doſt thou then own thy love for him, thy hate | 
For me — 'tis well—by Heav'ns, I thank thy rage! 

It has forc'd out, before thou wert awa e, | 
The ſecret of thy foul, conceal'd till now, 
And all thy art's unveil 'd ! but for this chance, 
J had been fool'd — thy looks of ſeeming mildneſs, 
Thy gentle ſoothing ſpeech, and ſoft cemeancr, 

| B 5 (Hollow 
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(Hollow and falſe !) had almoſt vanquiſh'd me, 
And chang'd my fixt reſolves, — but ſince tis thus 
I'm ſpurn'd, and my fond, generous, ardent paſſion 
Thus treated 
Vir. Hence, with thy deteſted paſſion, 
To fiends and furies, black as thy own ſoul, 
If ſuch there be! and leave me to the ſorrows, 
Which thou haſt heap'd upon me ! 
Ap. Now, by Hercules, 
Appius again ſhall be himſelf proud fair, 
Thou hatt thy wiſh hence, trifling love, begone ! 
I give thee to the winds ! my paſſion's o'er, 
And nought but luſty appetite remains, 
Which, ſpite of all thy peeviſh ſcorn, and rage, 
I will indulge to ſuch luxurious height, 
That gorg'd at length, and glutted, it ſhall ſicken, 
And turn away from thy pall'd charms with loathing ! 
Nor ſhall my vengeance reſt unſatisfy'd 
Tcilius—He, thy minion ! {oon ſhall find 
What tis to have pull'd down on his cruſh'd head 
The wrath of 4ppius / — Now, go ſtorm and rage! 
Thou ſhalt have cauſe !------For ere to morrow's ſun 
Be ſunk to reſt, I'll meet thee, haughty maid ! 
As mighty Jove met Semele J in thunder ! 
[ Exit Appius, 
Virg. ( After ſome tank, and looking «wildly about her.) 
Where ſhall I fly !—Terror, remorſe, deſpair, 
Surround me - Heav'n and earth abandon me — 
Jilius gone - perhaps to dea h— Thou wretch ! 
Whole fatal pride bas plung'd thee in this gulph 
Of horror, view thyſelf! and then grow mad! 
Diſtraction ! --———- is there no reliet for woe 
Like mine? No hope in ſtore ? —Quick, let me fly !-- 
On, bear me, winds, to my Lilia, boſom, 
Ere ſtung with grief, and rage, he quit for ever 
Theſe hated walls !—retard his flight, ye pow'rs ! 
Aud let theſe ſtreaming eyes, and breaking heart 
Jo gentle pity melt the gen'rous youth, 
And clear my love, my honor, and my truth, [| Exit. 
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SCENE. 


" Marctia's Apartment. 


Arrius, CLaupivus, Marcia. 


eons © Lads thou well weigh'd th' event? — Con- 
ſider, Appius, 

When once th' attempt is made, there's no retreat; 

To fail were ruin. 
Appius. Ceaſe thy groundleſs fears; 

Tb' event is ſure; thy claim is plauſible; 

Thy proofs moſt clear; my hardy Veterans, 

That crowd in throngs, all ready to avouch 

Whate'er I dictate; and myſelf thy judge. 

Thou art ungrateful, Claudius —Ha !—methinks 

Thou art much bound to me, who ftrive to gain thee: 

So fair a ſlave !—What ſay'ſt thou, gentle Marcia? 
Marc. This black contrivance ſtartles me—this 

ſhews me | | 

My own offence—what, ſeize her as a ſlave 

A free-born maid ! and with hir'd perjury, | 

Miſcreapts faborn'd, and bought for gold, deſpoil her: 

Of liberty, of innocence, of peace, 

Of ſpotleſs fame !—Thou can'ſt not be ſo baſe ! 
Appius. It ſeems that Maria, then of all her ſex, 

Is turn'd an advocate for faith, and honor. | 
Marc. Upbraid me, well thou mayſt my own fad. 

heart, 3% 

Conſcious of guilt, upbraids me yet more bitterly, 

And tells me, the ſevere reproach is jult ; 

Yet thanks to the bleſt Gods, at length theſe eyes 

Are open'd, and my ſlumbring virtue wakes ! 
Appius. Hence, all ye idle ſects of vain Philoſophers ! 

Sages, and Moraliſts, and prating Sophiſts! 

Hence, with your pedant wiſdom ! I'll no more on't— 

Let me learn truth and virtue from a Woman! 

Now, Marcia, hear (to ſhow the deep effects 8 
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Of thy reproof ) that yet before the ſtar 

Of night ariſe, thou ſhalt behold Virginia, 

Thy friend Virginia, claim'd, prov'd, and adjudg'd 

A {lave in th' open Forum; a born ſlave -—— 

Mark me, and by my ſentence too, fair Marcia. 
Marc. Thou ſprung from Gods! and doſt thou 

claim deſcent 

From Hercules, who purg'd the earth of monſters ! 

Claud. Marcia, no more -—— 

Marc. Away, vile ſycophant! 

J will not call thee brother This baſe counſel 
Was thine : 'tis ſuch pernicious. flatterers, 

Such buſy, ready, fawning ſlaves, as thou art, 
That choak, and ſtifle truth, poiſon all virtue, 
And curſe mankind with tyrants, and oppreſſors! 

Claud. Tis deeply ſpoke—but whence this ſudden 

change? x W 
For if I err not, who of late, but Marcia, 
To forward Appius with !—Whoſe arts contriv'd 
To make a breach between two faithful lovers, 
And to effect it, broke thro' all the tyes 
Of holy friendſhip ? 

Appius. Claudi us, peace perhaps 
The all- perfect Marcia thinks our groſſer ſenſe 
Could ne'er diſcover lurking at her heart 
'The little wanton God, who ſometimes loves 
To ſport with ſuch high virtue.! 

Claud Doſt thou bluſh 

Degenerate maid ?—was this the ſecret ſpring 
Of all thy zeal for Appius, all thy cares? 
For poor Virginia, and her threaten'd honor ? 
And now thy hopes are loſt, would'ſt thou aſſume 
A virtue which thou know'lt not ? 

Appius. Worthy Marcia, 

(To quit the licence of thy ſpeech) learn this— 
'T:is vice defeated, baffled, diſappointed, 

That makes ſuch virtuous proſely tes as thou art, 
And fills the world with prating hypocrites ! 

Marc. What ſhall I fay ! Alas, what anſwer make 
To this deep charge forgive me, pitying Heav'n ! 
And oh, ye hapleſs pair, whom I have injur'd, _ 

Forgive 
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Forgive me too ! while thus with conſcious bluſhes 
I own my fault own, 'twas treach'rous love, 
That firſt ſeduc'd my wand'ring ſteps from virtue ; 
Yet guilty, and unhappy as J am, f 
My ſoul ſtarts back with horror from a erime 
Like this—'tis true, while Appius meant with honor 
To wooe Virginia for his virtuous bride, 
I aided, tho* by means not wholly juſt ; 
But this is ſuch perdition ! words are wanting 
To give a name to it Oh Appius /—Claugius ! 
Quit, quit betimes this fatal ehterprize, 
Nor call down thunder on your impious heads ! 
Appius. Away, ſhe dreams—let's leave her—this 
way, Claudius. [ Exeunt Appius and Claudius, 
Marc. — loſt—there is no hope—nothing can 
ſhake / "PS 
The dreadful reſolution he has taken 
What ſcenes of blood and rage do I foreſee ! | 
Miſguided, wretched Marcia / with what miſcreants 
Haſt thou combin'd !-—Now learn how dangerous 
It is to venture near the verge of baſeneſs : 
A gen'rous mind ſhould never dare to quit 
Virtue's firm hold; that gone, that ſacred anchor 
Once parted from, there is no ſtop down drives 
The deſp'rate bark before the foaming torrent, 
Breaks on a rock, and ſinks to riſe no more ! 
But oh, that injur'd maid ! that dear Virginia 
She little thinks what frightful miſchiefs wait her! 
Much leſs what treach'rous hand has lent its aid, 
To her undoing !—Quick, let me fly—Ah yet 
Prevent, if poſſible, th' uplifted blow ! 
Tis worſe than death Yes, thou ſhalt know my 
uilt, | 
In ſpite of ſhame thou ſhalt ; and if there be 
A way for thee to ſcape, altho' the paſlage 
Lie thro' this heart, III pierce it for Virginia / 
[Exit Marcia. 


SCENE 


38 VER GENT A; 
SCENE 1. 


Icilius's tent in the Roman camp at Algidum. 
Firft an alarm, then a retreat is founded, Ici- 
lius enters diſorder'd, as from fight. 


Ii. Will nothing rid me of my miſery ! 
Do I in vain provoke the forward foe 
To end me Oh Virginia /—falle Virginia 
Great Gods, behold me here, a wretch compleat, 
The work of your own hands, in all your wrath ! — 
Tis death mult give me eaſe— in the ſtill urn 
Virginia's perfidy, and all my woes 
Shall ſleep: reſt then, my heart, nor let a groan 
Eſcape to tell Virginius, his falſe daughter 
Has ruin'd all thy peace '—She has baſely ſold 
Her love - for wealth and pride |——— 

| [walking about diſordered. 
Virginius here!  Jurpriz'd.} 


Enter L. VirGlNius, 


' Firg. Ay, here lcilius | 
Now in the name of all the Gods, what means 
This wild deſpair, that ſhuns the light? I mark'd thee, 
When to the camp thou cam'ſt there on thy viſage 
O'erſpread with ghaſtly pale, I ſaw a grief 
That ſtruck my heart—art thou reſolv'd on death? 
Why elſe ruſh deſp'rate on a thouſand ſwords, 
As ev'n but now thou didſt, as if to court it! 
Alas, Jcilius, little doſt thou ſhew 
Regard for me, and leſs for poor Virginia, 
Whoſe life, whoſe very being hangs on thine! 

Ici. Oh torture 
But yet 1 muſt diſſemble [de] - Say, Virginius, 
Much honor'd. and much lov'd ! ſay, is it ſtrange, 
A Roman ſhould forget the thoughts of danger, 


When glory, and his country's wrongs inſpire him? 


L. Virg. This falſe reſerve, Icilius, is unworthy 
Both of thyſelf and me—is our alliance 
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So hateful, that for refuge thou would'ſt fly 

Into the arms of death ?—perhaps Virginia 

Too fond, has ſurfeited thy ſickly flame, 

And now 1s cheap in thy eſteem if ſo, 

I will abſolve thee from this odious contract; 

And duty, and ſubmiſſion to a father 

Shall teach her, howſoe'er it wring ber heart, 

Without complaint, or aught but filent tears, 

Unmurm'ring to reſign thee ! 

Ici. Down, my heart! 

Down, ſwelling grief! [afide])—FVirginius, hear me 
peak 

If e'er my ſoul, fince firſt ſhe could diſtinguiſh 

Among mankind, wiſh'd other than to be 

Join'd in indiſfoluble bonds to thee, 

Thy blood, and all thy virtues, may the Gods 

Abandon me this hour! 'Then wound me not 

So deep, to think that aught in thy alliance 

Is irkſome to me—much leſs, that Virginia 

Has ſurfeited my love with too much kindneſs : 

Ah, no! — Perhaps I may—1 know not why— 
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But to myſelf, methinks, my ſoul ſeems heavier 

Than ſhe was wont to be; and I would rouſe me 

By adtion— This diſtemp'rature of mind, 

This wayward ficklineſs, that has no name, 

Is one of thoſe conditions human nature 

Holds her frail tenement by —But it will paſs —=— - 


L. Virg. Words, words; mere words—l fee thro? 


all this veil, 

A black corrocing grief, that gnaws thy heart ; 
Which ſince thou'rt obſtinate to hide - No more— 
I've done—T his only, then farewel — Whene'er 
Toy need requires, I tell thee, old Virginius 
Has yet a heart that's firm; a band to aid thee 
Againſt the world combin'd — but have a care !— 
Take heed, young man! 

my honor 
Muſt not be trifled with - this touches both — 
This mean reſerve By Heav'ns, 1 know no art, 
For I have nought to hide !—But in thy breaſt 
I find that other maxims rule There's myſtery, 
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My friendſhip and 
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And deep diſguiſe, which noble minds diſdain ; 
There's ſomething dark !—and where 'tis dark—'tis 
foul. [Exit L. Virgin. angrily, 

Ici. At length he's gone--this was a trying conflict. 

With rage and grief ſuppreſs'd my heart was burſting ; 

Yet ſcorn'd complaint — No, ſhould I ſtoop to uſe 

A father's pow'r, to gain a forc'd conſent, 

And hug a wretched carcaſe in my arms, 

The nobler part, the mind, all over ſtain'd, 

Blotted, and ſcrawl'd with Appius hated image? 

Could I bear this ! No- Could the angry Gods 

Add aught to the full load of woe I bear, 

It would be thus, thus to poſſeſs Virginia ! 


Enter a Guard with Cavs. 


Guard. A meſſenger 
To Lucius Icilius from Rome ͤxyañ 
Caius. This from Falerius to his friend Icilius = 
I am commiſhon'd to deliver [preſenting a letter. 
Ici. Valerius“ ha!—what may this meſſage mean! 


Lide. 


ä [ Reads.) 
. VaLERIvus % [cilivs ſends health. 

Theſe ſha'l inform you, that your preſence and aid art 
here moſt neceſſary, in defince of the unhappy Virginia, 
againſt the attempts of the enrag'd Appius, who finding 
all his arts to ſeduce her, vain, now threatens open vio- 
lence. The diſtreſs d maid, whoſe truth and conflancy 
your unjuſt ſuſpicions have much wrong'd, is prepar'd to 
give moſt fignal, tho" fatal proofs of both, unleſs you ia- 
terpoſe your timely ſuccour. Farewel. 


Heavens, can it be !—I ſee Valerius hand 
A witneſs to its truth—can I have been 
So fatally deceiv'd my heart miſgives me! 
Caius. Icilius. pardon me—th' extremity 
In which ITeft Valerius, and his friends, 
Demands my utmoſt haſte—T hav't beſides 
In charge to let Virginius know, what ruin 
Waits his moſt unhappy child, | 
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Icil. Oh, Caius ! 

I know thee now—F7irginius) faithful freedman— 

| Alas, for pity tell me, if thou know'ſt 

Aught of Virginia what has driv'n the tyrant 

| To this precipitate courſe ? 

| Caius. A freſh repulſe, 
Which urg'd with too much bitterneſs, and ſcorn, 
Has fir'd him ev'n to madneſs, and he breathes 
Nought but revenge and violence I ſaw, 
Ere I departed, at her father's houſe, 2 
The hapleſs maid, all fainting, drown'd in tears; 
With her, Valerius, and her uncle Numitor, 
Horatius, Plautia, Marcia, Claudius ſiſter, 
Who weeping aſks forgiveneſs, owns ſome treach'ry 
She has been guilty of, and 'tis from her 
Hppius' deſigns are known. 

ſci. Why then there lives not | | 

A wretch ſo curſt as I ! [afide]—— Oh Caius, haſte, 


Loſe not a moment — hence !— [Exit Caius, 


Virginia ! 

1 Torn with remorſe and ſhame, deſpair and love, 

he I fly, thou dear, thou gen'rous, faithful maid, 

5 To thy relief - grant me, all gracious Heav'n, 

But one bleſt hour to wipe my guilt away, 

To pierce the tyrant's heart, and to protect 

My injur'd love the next decree my fall.“ — 
[Exit Icilius, 


SCENE III. 
VircGinia's Apartment. 
VIRGINIA, Mazcrs. 


Marc. Vet let me call myſelf thy friend, Virginia 
And ſhall I faithful add, 
Tho" for a while miſled by fatal love, 

That wand'ring and deceitful fire, I ſtray'd, 

Wide erring from the paths of truth and honour ?--- 

Yes---let this ſhame, theſe tears waſh out the ſtain _ 
| Ny 
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Oh, might I live to ſee thee ſafe from treaſon, 
Ana bleſs'd with love, my ſoul could aſk no more! 
But if the fates averſe have doom'd, ſweet maid, 
That thou muſt fall, for glory fall, thy Marcia, 
Once the companion of thy youth, and truſt, 
Tho' now a wretch, ſhal) nobly periſh with thee ! 

Virg. Marcia, once more belov'd, and faithful 

too! 

T ſee thee now; I know thee by that virtue 
] once ſo lov'd ; and brighter now, than ever! 
The intervening miſt, that paſſion rais'd, 
Is clear'd away, and all is fair again! 

Marc. This goodneſs weighs me down---my heart's 
too full 
To ſpeak---then let me thus pour out my thanks, 
My grateful tears, in thy forgiving boſom! 

Virg. Ah, my lov'd Marcia, tis enough -- too 

much a 

I'm ſatisfy d- urge then no more a fault 
Thy hapleſs pailion caus'd---I know too well 
The tyrant pow'r of love; Icilius charms 
How irreſiſtible. 

Marc. Thou haſt reſtor'd me 
To life and happineſs ! | 

Virg, From this ſweet union 
My breaſt derives new hopes; and may the pow'rs 
That watch o'er innocence look down propitious ! 
But chiefly thou, bright goddeſs Chaſtity ! 
Thou to whoſe honor, ancient Rome decreed 
Temples and altars, when thy own Lucretia 
For glory bled ! do thou protect thy votary 
From violence and ſhame ! 


Enter PLlAUurT IA. 


Thy uncle Numitor 
Without expe*'s thee---news of great import 
Are from the camp but now arriv'd---all Rome 
| Is in confuſion---what the circumtiance, 


He can deliver----we muſt now attend him, [ Excunt. 
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A GARDEN. 


Appius. Wherefore did trifling love's ignoble fire 
Melt this firm breaſt ?—my ſou! was form'd for em- 
ire, 

For n guide the car, to wield the ſword ! 

Or in the ſenate teach the ſtubborn fathers 

My will was law, and my decrees were fate! 

But now the war, the tumult is within! | 

It rages here !— pointing to his breaſt }—deſeried tos 
by Marcia? 

Curſe on her ill-tim'd fears, and coward virtue ! 


Enter Rurus to him haſiily. 


Ruf. Appius I come with news to ſhake all ſpirits, 
But thine—from different quarters meſſengers, | 
Breathleſs with heat and ſpeed, are juſt arriv'd, 

Who tell of the defeat of both our armies; 

On the firſt onſet the perfidious cohorts 

Turn'd back, and fled ; not broken by the enemy, 
But reſolute beforchand not to conquer, 

Thro' hate and ſpleen to the Decemvirate, 

Led aught of happy ſhould befal the tate 

Beneath their government. 

Appius, Malicious Gods ! 

From this time I renounce your temples, altars, 
Your falle, precarious aid! And on this arm, 

And this firm ſpirit alone will build my fortune — 
What, is the fatal news divulg'd ? N 

Ruf. Tis ſpread 
Thro' univerſal Rome; the madding populace 
Tumultuous riſe ; confuſion, havock, ſpoil, 

Are all on foot. 

Appius. Oh for the bolts of Jove 
To wield amongſt them Vet this very night, 
Whate'er befal, I ſwear to ſacrifice 
That peeviſh, ſcornful maid, that racks me thus, _ 
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To love and to revenge! 
Ruf, Surely, my lord, 
Twere ſafer to defer the execution 
Ot your deſign, 'till this moſt dang' rous ſtorm 
Be overblown ——— 

Appius. No, by my great progenitor, 

Alcides, | will on ! —— Like him I'll combat 
This many headed monſter, this baſe Hydra, 
The rafcal people, to the utmoſt verge 

Of life and death ! 

Ruf. Howe'er, theſe dire commotions 
Should inſtantly be quell'd ; we muſt aſſuage 
The preſent heat. 

Appius, Go thou, and find out Claudius; 

Bid him inform my colleagues of this news; 

Let them aſſemble ſtrait in Mars's Temple 

The ſenate We muſt uſe them now—We want 
Their popular name, and their authority, 

To quell the rabble rout - This done, let Claudius 
Repair to me before I meet the ſenate ; 

For I'll not quit, or ſlack for this impediment, . 
The courſe I have reſolv'd—The proud Virginia, 
Before another ſun gilds theſe ſeven hills, 

Shall yet be mine; nor ſhall the curſt 7c:/7us 
Eſcape this arm Then let to-morrow come; 
And if 1 fall, I fall with glorious ruin! 

Secure of bliſs, whate'er my fortune prove, 

I'll triumph, glutted with revenge and love 


%. 


1 


c_ 


Ae. . 


An Apartment in ViRG1Nlus's Houſe. 


Visrcinia, PlLauTiIa, Marcia. 


Virgin. HAT doſt thou tell me ?—My 0/ius 


come ? i 
Plaut. The ſlaves without have ſeen him hurrying 


hither | 
With eager looks and pace— Marc. 
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Marc, Let me retire 
] dare not look on him The wretched Marcia 
Muſt needs be horror to his eyes 

Virg. No, Marcia — | 
Thou ſhalt remain, and he ſhall know thy ſervices, 
And all thy gen'rous friendſhip———— 


Enter IclIL1vus. 


ti. My Virginia! | 
[ After ſome pauſe, as recollecting himſelf. 
Alas, forgive me that I call thee ſo l 
I had forgot I was a wretch, a criminal, | 
And muſt not call thee mine — The ſight of thee 
Had baniſh'd, for a moment, from my memory, 
My deep-dy'd guilt, and call'd back former times, 
And happier ſcenes, when all was peace and love ! 
Yet hear me! For I aſk thee not for pardon ! 
I aſk thee not to give me back that love, 
Which once was all the treaſure of this heart ! 
I've ſquander'd it away, and muſt not murmur 
That nothing now is left me but mere miſery 
To fill the aching void ! 
Virg. My vows are heard! 
He is return'd, and full of truth and love! [aa 
Ii. Turn not away, but hear me! for I ſwear 
The dang'rous cloud that's burſting o'er thy head, 
Once paſt, with patient grief J will endure 
Whate'er thy utmoſt rigor ſhall impoſe 
Virg. No more l cannot bear it—Yes, my Lucius, 
I'm thine, for ever thine! My kindling heart 
At thy approach, with ſympathetic love 
To meet thee ſprings, and with thy gen'rous flame 
Tranſported longs to mix its faithful fires ! 
1ci, Gods, Gods! this is too much! ſuch ſudden 
bliſs 5 
Pouring upon me ? Sure I'm in a dream ! 
Some ſweet illufion! that thus mocks my fancy 
With ſhadowy ſcenes of joy! — here let me fall, 
And breathe my ſighs ! [ kneeling. | 
Virg. [raiſing him]—how ſweet it is to love! 
Methinks 


— 
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Methinks my boſom feels, as if ſome treaſure 

Long loſt, were now by an immediate act 

Of Heav'n's own bounty, to my hopes reſtor'd ! 
Ici. Is't poſlible ?—Ah, let me preis thee thus 

Againſt my trembling breaſt, and hold thee faſt ! 


[ Embracing. 


Thus folding thee, thus, let thy pitying heart 
Tell mine in nimble beatings, thou forgiv'ſt me, 
That I am bleſt, and thou art ever mine! 
Ha, do my eyes deceive me ? Marcia here! 
Virg. If thy Virginia's love indeed be precious 
In Lucius eyes; next to the gracious gods, 
Behold the gen 'rous friend, [pointing to Marcia. ] to 
whom perhaps 
Thou ow'ft, that yet ſhe lives; that without ſhame 
She dares look up, and fondly gaze upon thee! 
Thou dear, kind maid! [embracing Marcia] without 
whoſe timely ſuccour 
The loſt Virginia had perhaps this moment 
Been a deſpis'd, diſhonor'd, wretched ſlave —— 
Oh, Lucius! 
Marcia. G Virginia, to oppreſs 
His gen'rous mind 
Marcia 
Has leſs deſerv'd his pardon Gas is ſcorn, 
i, No more, fair Marcia, —let nought inauſpicious, 
Let no unkind remembrance now pollute 
This perfect bliſs—Haſt thou not ſav'd Virginia: 
And can Ie er repay the mighty debt ? 
I do believe thy foul is virtuous, noble, 
Tho", for a While, thy guardian genius number d, 
Negle&tful of his charge 
flarting, as recollecting himſelf. 
- But yet, my heart, 
Thou muſt not know repoſe! 
Virg. What means my Lucius? 
There's ſomething lab' ring in thy breaſt — 
Ic, Thou dear, 
Lov'd maid! - My ſoul, long toſs'd in troubles, 
Amidi thele tray{ports, for a while ſuſpended 
Her racking cares, and catch'd at hope too En 
irg. 
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Virg. Oh, eaſe my throbbing boſom ! 

Ici. My Virginia, | 
The jewel I had loſt, .I have recover d- 
But Oh, not yet ſecur'd !—For know to render 
All oppoſition to his deſp'rate purpoſe 
Hopeleſs, and vain, the Tyrant has aſſembled 
His crew of ruffians from all parts the levies 
New rais'd, are juſt arriv'd in dreadful thongs, 
And awe the trembling city No aſſiſlance, 
No human aid can now defend thy innocence ! 
Nothing bur flight ! | 

Vir. Ye guardian Pow'rs protect me ! 
Where ſhall 1 fly? 

{ci. Compoſe thy troubled breaſt 
All may be well —- With a fond lover's care 
I would attend thy ſteps, and guard my treaſure 
From ev'ry ill but oh, imperious honor 
Forbids me now to leave my wretched country, 
A prey to faction, tyranny, and rapine, 
That reign within theſe walls; while the proud foe, 
With fire and ſword, advancing ta our gates, 
Threatens to lay imperial Rome in duſt !— 
Thy uncle Numitor will be the guide, 
And partner of thy flight—he will conduct thee 
To Ardea, where the good Herminius, bound 
By ties of blood, and ancient friendſhip dwells ; 
Eis ſacred hearth, and hoſpitable Gd 
Are ready to receive thee, 

Vir. Ah, my Lucius“ 
How tranfient was the momentary joy, 
That ſwell'd my eager hopes !--Methinks I feel 
A ſhivering, like th approach of death! 
Sure ſome preſage. 

Ici. Thou deareſt maid, have comfort 
Are there not Gods above? When virtue ſuffers, 
Tis their own cauſe ! But let us haſte the Senate 
Is now. aſſembling Let us ſeize the occaſion, 
(While Claudius, and the herce Decemvir meet them) 
To lead thee hence; when once th' impending ſtorm, 
That's gathering o'er our heads, be overblown, 
Thou quickly ſhalt return to bleſs theſe eyes: 


Then 
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Then ſettled calms, and gentle peace ſhall ſooth 
Each anxious care—Auſpicious love ſhall prune 
His ruffled wings, and point each ſhaft with gold ! 
And ſacred Hymen light his nuptial torch, 
To guide us on our way to endleſs bliſs 9 
8 [ Excunt, 


SCENE II. } 
A flreet in Rome. 


Appius, Rurvus, CLAUDIUs. 


Ap. Tilius now in Rome? 

Ruf. By your command 
Watching in yon retreat, I ſaw him enter 
Virginius gates. | 

Ap. Confuſion We're diſcover d— 

There's ſome deſign on foot, —is tify band ready? 

| | (To Claudius. 

Claud. They're all prepar'd. 

Ap. Ha, Claudius ! look, look yonder !— 
They're coming forth this inſtant Marcia too l. 
"Tis ſhe, who has betray'd us---There they go! 

See, Numitor conducts my lovely prize !— 

By Heav'ns ! Icilius quits her, and returns !— 

Fortune, I thank thee !---Claudius, now advance 

With all thy force, and meet them in the front 

That way—On my tribunal thou ſhalt find me. 
[Exeunt Claudius and Rufus. 

Ap. Now my propitious ſtars ſhine out! Now ſpeed 
My glorious hopes, that I may taſte the ſweets 
That wait on Empire! Let the vulgar herd 
By flow purſuits of art, and patient labor 
Attain their ends; but let me, like a God 
At once ſtretch out my arm, and ſeize my joy. © 

( Exit Appius. 
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SCENE III. 
The gate Collina, in Rome. 


While a march is playing, L. VI ROINIVs enters with @ 
band of ſoldiers. 


L. Vir. At length, my valiant- friends, and fellow 
ſoldiers, | 

We tread the parent ſoil, where firſt we drew 

Our breath This is no time for ſtudied forms 

Of 9 hurry'd march, and wounds un- 
haeal' 200%. 

We've left our camp, and here are come, to conquer, 

Or dye !—there is no mean! our hard oppreſſor | 

Already victor o'er our laws, our liberties, 

Our fortunes, and our lives, is not content. 

Unleſs he may extend his wide dominion, 

Over our honors too Our maids, our matrons 

Muſt glut his impious luſt;— Force muſt compel, 

Where treaſon can't ſeduce - My child Virginia, 

My age's darling, whom my choice, and word, 

Had long ſince deſtin'd to the brave [cilius, 

Your Tribune, muſt be forc'd from my embrace 

To a loath'd purpoſe !——Will ye bear it, Romans ? 

Say, ſhall your-old Centurion, bent with years, 

And cumb'rous arms, who on his breaſt yet bears 

The mark of many a wound in battle ſhar'd 

With you, my brave companions, now at laſt, 

Be ſtabb'd with ſuch a ſight? a helpleſs daughter 

In vain imploring aid, dragg'd to pollution ! 

No, in each eye, I read your noble purpoſe - . 

To die, or free your ſinking, bleeding country 


From this pernicioustyrant— 
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Enter Marcia to L. Vid Ix Ius, haflily—— 


Mar. | Ah, Virginius J 
L. 8 _—_ what mean theſe wild, and frighted 
* , 1 | 25 
This breathleſs haſte? 
Mar. Virginia, oh Virginia | 
My treach'rous brother Lad 
L. Vir. Ha, Virginia ſaid'ſt thou? 


Claudius? Virginia? — Ve avenging Gods 
Why join'ſt vey thus their names ?—Speak, thou dear 
11; ©... maid! 7, 

Tho” thy perfidious brother be a traitor, 

Thy faithful, gen'rous breaſt holds no alliance 

With his black crimes ! | 
Mar. Ves, thou brave ſon of Rome 

Iam a — I— I've wrong'd thee, baſely wrong d 

thee ! 

The tale's too long to tell, but I've betray d 

My friend, my truſt, nor dare I to prophane 

The ſacred name of faithful ! But I'll dye, 

Or purge my guilt away. | | 
TL. Vir. [haftily.] Where is my Daughter? 
Mar. Torn from my arms !— She's loſt !— She's 

ne -A flave! | | 

L. Vir. A fſlave What mean'ſt thou ?—Death and 

; madneſs !—Speak— 

Where is ſhe ? 

Mar. Ah, where now ſhe is, I know not 
But ſome few minutes ſince, my impious brother, 
Attended by a band of ruffians, ſeiz'd her, 

As we were coming forth, and dragging her, 

Spite of the gath'ring crowd, to the tribunal 

Of the Decemvir, claim'd her for his ſlave. 

L. Vir. My friends, my fellow citizens, my country- 

men! 

Say, ſhal! a Roman ſuffer wrongs like theſe ? 

Mar. Then ſtarted forth a train of perjur'd miſcreants, 
With ready witneſs to ſupport th' impoſture ; 1 
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And the fierce judge, without remorſe, or ſhame, | 
At once pronounc'd her doom Icilius then | 
Ruſh'd in between A deſp'rate tumult roſe ; 
ed Daggers were drawn; a mingled cry was heard ; 
- Blood ſtream'd on ev'ry fide; the women fled, 
Loud ſhrieking Soon the torrent bore away 
Virginia from my fide Midſt the confuſion 
Your name and your arrival were proclaim'd. 
That inſtant, foarr'd by friendſhip, grief and duty, 
I flew to find you out, and to relate 
o_ The horrid tale |-—Farewel ! —Theſe ſwelling eyes 
Shall ne'er be clos'd aſleep, till I have found 
Where my perfidious brother has conceal'd 
The injur'd maid ! — [Exit Marcia. 
L. Vir. Oh miſerable Rome 
To ſure deſtruction doom'd! Oh Mars, Quirinus 
Our tutelar Gods ! Where ſlept your watchful care, 
When, in an evil hour, your blinded ſons, 
Misjudging, truſted to the graſp of tyranny 
Their precious birthright, freedom! Nay, held out 
Their — for bonds! — Away, my friends, away! 
Arm'd as we are, let's ruſh into the Forum, | 
And inſtantly aſſault our curſt oppreſſor! 
Let us not drag our ſhames a moment longer: 
Let us not think we live, till we are free: 
Away, to conquer, or to dye 


(Going. 
SCENE Iv. | 


Enter IciLivs | 
Vir. A moment hold=——Where doſt thou run? 
L. Vir, Icilius, 


atry- My ſon ?— Where is Vi irginia ?— 
Where ? 

Where haſt thou left my child? 2— Diſtraction, 

death! 
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Without her ? — Could not love and glory teach thee 
To've ſeen her piece- meal torn before thine eyes, 0 
And afterwards to've dragg'd her quiv'ring limbs | 


To greet her father, rather than have left her } 
A prey to tyranny and luſt — a 
8 ; -Pirginins, © 1 
But ſtay-and hear me 1 
8 Too, too long I've ſtay'd! 
My lov'd Virginia, had thy wretched father 8 
Been near thee, never hadſt thou known this ſhame ! 1 
Zi. Thou could'ſt have done no more — 
L. Vir ; . Away, . — N 
2 u, this is madneſs, ra inpatienth. MI 
Vir. [Surweying him. * Tee thee living 1 
You ſee not her— [raifing his voice. [ 
Ici. V; irginius, if th' i impatience F 
Of thy juſt grief, had left me pauſe for ſpeech, * 
Ere this J had inform'd thee, that thy daughter 
Lives yet unhurt, her freedom, and her honor H 
Safe and inviolate — Bc 
L. Vir. Thank the bleſt Gods! 80 
Still may ſhe be their care! But yet, Icilius Pr 
Safe, and inviolable ?!—Why then not with thee | (T 
Ici. Know then, this is the cauſe : When I oppos d Sh 
Appius unrighteous judgment, which Gecrecd 8 
Virginia to the cuſtody of Claudius, © oy 05 
Till thy return [ 
L. Vir. What, has not the Decemvir To 
Adjudg'd her Clazdins ſlave ? WI 
Ici. With patience hear me 
He would, by abſolute, and final ſentence, W. 
Without repeal, have doom'd her Claudias ſlave, W. 


Had not the venerable Numitor 

Stood forth and with an eloquence, which grief, 
Such grief alone could miniſter, expos d 

The cruelty, and the iniquit 

Of ſuch a ſhameleſs ſentence; to —_— 
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A father, and a Roman, of his child, $162 
Unheard The murm'ring throng was fir'd, an 
Appius 

Compell'd to reſpite his unjuſt decree 
Till thy return But marke the baſe condition! 
Hen that the lovely maid ſhould be conſign'd 
Jo the falſe charge of the pernicious Claudius, 
Till her reputed father ſnould appear 
J affert his right. — 244 

L. Vir. Perfidious, treach'rous villain ! 
So ſhould my innocent child in that dark interval 
Have ſuffer'd wrongs beyond all cure ! | 

Ici. My blood 
No more could brook reſtraint I ruſf'd on Claudius, 
And tore her from his hold; the pitying crowd 
Took part in my diſtreſs, and ſoon beat off 
The lictors: ftrait the rĩibald crew of Appius 
Fell on; a bloody fray enſu'd, and all 
Was going p wreck ; when 'midſt the throng ap- 

ear'd 

W Valerius; both belov'd, 
Both favour'd of the people They at length 
So far prevail'd, that the Decemvir granted, 
Pretending care for peace, and publick weal, 
(Tho? inly ſtung to madneſs) that Virginia 
Should reſt with Numitor till thy return, 
And final iſſue of the cauſe: to him OE TENSE 
then reſign'd my precious charge; thro' crowds 
Of ſhouting Romans, he conducted her 
In ſafety home. It now remains with thee, 
To think in this diftreſsful exigence 
What curſe is beſt. ET Mats: THe. 

L. Vir. What beſt ?=Oh righteous Gods þ 
Was it for this, ye gave me this dear child ? 
Was it for this, my early care nurs'd up N 
Her blooming youth, and in that gracious form 
Infus'd a noble, and ingenuous ſpirit, 42 4 
To have it now diſputed, after all, | 
If ſhe be mine or not ?—Ifſhe ſhall live, ab! 
As ſhe was bred, in freedom, and in honor, 
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The virtuous daughter of a Roman citizen, 
Or ſunk in everlaſting infamy, 
The ſlave, and harlot of a villain Ah! 
That thought is death |——T1I not endure it longer ! 
III know the worſt—This torturing ſuſpenſe 
Is inſupportable [— 5 
Ii. What would'ſt thou do ? 
By force redreſs thy wrongs, and hazard all 
Upon one deſp'rate caſt ?—Be more advis'd, 
And wait till— _ | 
L. Vir. Wait? When ev'ry hour's delay 
Cries out diſhonor on me ?—No, by Heav'ns, 
The ſhameful cauſe ſhall be decided! 
Another ſun ſhall never more behold 
Virginius crouching, and depreſt with fear 
Of being father to a ſtrumpet ! 
Hci. ods ! 
Wilt thou ruſh headlong to deſtruction? Aid 
The tyrant's foul deſign, and wait thy doom 
From this corrupt tribunal ?-—This baſe claim 
Of Claudius, and his proſecuted right, 
Thou know'ſt is mere deluſion, a vile mockery 
Of juſtice ; and wilt thou— 
L. Vir. No more, Trilius 
But be perſuaded that Firginius knows, 
The duty of a father, and a Roman. 
Tei. Think on the tyrant's ſtrength 
What counterpoiſe 
Canſt thou oppoſe to ſuch unequal weight, 
What valor gainſt ſuch odds? Tis ſure perdition ! 
And muſt [ ſee, with patient eyes, my love, 
My hopes all ſacrific'd ?— | 
L. Vir, I pray thee leave me 
My breaſt is all confuſion If my grief, 
Our ancient friendſhip, or my pray'r can touch thee, 
Be this the proof—Awhile avoid Virginia; 
Forget the ties of love, and all th' engagements 
Of plighted faith—Till this baſe cauſe is ended, 
I dare not call her mine, nor can I give, 


Or thou receive the doubtcul gift with nonor. 


Now, 
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Now, my try'd warriors, if your old Centurion, 
Whene'er he led you forth to arms and glory, 
Suſtain'd the ſhock of battle with the foremoſt, 
And, drop for drop, pour'd out his blood with 
yours, 
Now comes the time to claim your love, your aid ; 
To you, and to the Gods, I truſt my doom, 
And ſtand or fall, with liberty, and Rome. 


r. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in L. Viscixivs's Houſe, 


L. Vir. HE time draws near; the fate comes 
_—___* haſk'ning on— | 

Virginia's fate and mine -I muſt compoſe 
This tempeſt here, and ſettle all within 8 
To meet whate'er may fall Diſtracting doubts, 
Be ſtill ! Ye horrid ſhapes of fear, avaunt 
Alas, in vain - My lab'ring ſoul can find 888 
No reſt Where'er ſhe turns, terror ſtarts up 
To thwart her way—Oh, my belov'd Virginia 
Should'ſt thou be torn from me - Let me not think 


on't ! | : 
Alas, ſhe comes this way! — I muſt not ſee her 
She melts me ſo !—I cannot— [turning a. 


Enter VIRINIA. 


Vir. Sir, my father ! 


Turn not away. what have I done 
L. Vir, Virginia, 


Why doſtthou come to waken with thy preſence 


Thoſe tender thoughts, thoſe ſoft remembrances, 


That war upon my firmneſs ?—Fly, my child. 
"C4 » 
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Fly from a wretched parent, whom the wrath 
Of fate purſues— perhaps I muſt forget 
I ever was a father ! 
Vir. Oh my heart! 
Do you forſake me too! Ah whither, whither, 
Wilt.thou betake thee now, undone Virginia, 
When ev'n a father's arms are ſhut againſt thee ! 
Oh, Sir! (fince now the tender name, my infancy 
Firſt learn'd to liſp, muſt ever be forgot) 
What ſhould I think ?—Am I indeed not yours? 
Or do you ſcorn to acknowledge me your daughter, 
Stain'd as I am, and branded for a ſlave ? 
L. Vir. My tears will choak me ! [fide] Go, retire, 
my daughter 
Thou art my own! my deareſt, tendereſt child! 
I glory that thou art Go in awhile—— 
Let me collect myſelf. T he ſight of thee 
Diſarms me of all ſtrength, all pow'r, and ſhakes 
My firmeſt reſolutions ! | 
Vir. Muſt I go, 
Thus doubtful of my fate, thus driven from you ? 


Behold the poor Virginia at your feet ! [Anceling, | | 


Behold theſe falling tears whatever be 

The purpoſe of your ſoul (it muſt be noble, 

Since 'tis my father's) oh, unfold it all ! 

I will not ſhrink, but meet it as becomes 

A Roman Maid, and Daughter to Virginius ! 
L. Vir. She cleaves my heart! [aide] Repoſe thyſelf 
__.. awhile 

Within few moments I return—Mean time 

Avoid [cilius...let not heedleſs paſſion 

Thwart my command, but as thou lov'ſt, Obey, 

[Exit L. VisGINIUS. 


vir. What can this mean ? — My father's ſtrict 


command 
T'avoid Icilius— he ſtrange war of paſſions 
Conflicting in his breaſt, his broken Voice, 
His ſtarts, his eager looks, all, all declare, 
Some dread event is near ! e 
Enter 
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Alas, Virginia 
We're loſt—thy cruel father's ſavage honor 
Is hurrying to deſtroy us! but ev'n nor, 
met him going forth, and would have ſpoke 
When frowning ſtern —forbear, he cry d, Icilius, 
To thwart me thus, and fiercely paſt along. 1 * 
I know his fatal purpoſe—oh Virginia! | | 
Urg'd by the Furies, he is gone to claim 
Immediate Judgment, and provoke a ſentence | 
, That will undo us al! —— 
Vir. | Farewel, ewe I ( veeping. 
1ci. And wilt thou leave the thus to my O_o * 
Can thy own heart conſent t abhanden me | 
Or is [cilius ſuch a ſtranger there, 
That thou can'ſt baniſh his remembrance from * 5 
Without a pang ? nay, ev'n with cold indifference ? 
Vir. Alas, too well thou know'ſt this heart, Icilius, 
To think that ever cold indifference. _ , 
Can harbour there—my duty, not my wiſhes, . 
Commands me hence; his will =_ ever was, 
And ever muſt be facred to i i | 
15. "Tis well--thy duty bi * then tear this heart, q 
And thou obey*'ft—how pow rl i thy du 
But oh, Virginia, oh how weak thy love. 
Vir. Cruel Icilius ? r 
Ici. * Yet I ſwear to heav n, 
I will not leave thee till this day be paſt, Lin 
Tho' men and gods oppoſe— Thou art my own 
J will defend thee, and my rights in thee, | 
While J have life, nor truſt to other aid. £ 
Vhere'er thou goeft, I will-purſue thy —_— ; 
And join my, te with thine. . _ ' 
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Vir. Away, Icilius ! 
It ſeems, thou knowꝰ'ſt me not —Haſt thou forgot, 
Jam Yirginius' daughter ?—Would'ſ thou cancel 
The bond of my obedience ?—Learn to render 
Thy paſſion worthier of thyſelf and me! 

Learn to reſpe& my duty, and my glory; 
For tho' I love, yet till I am a Roman 

Ti. Farewel to all my hopes !—/7rginia's heart, 
Which once I fondly thought my own, it ſeems, 
Is Roman all! and in the blaze of glory, 

Love's weaker flame is loft! 


Enter PLAurra and Marcia, 


Plau. My child ! thy father 
Impatient of his wrongs, this moment waits 
To lead thee to the judgment ſeat of Appius 
Our 2 are throng d— Rome pours her numbers 
8 
All anxious for thy fate My heart is broke 
With tenderneſs, and ſorrow 
Mar. Thou dear maid, 
Whom I have injur'd ! ſee, the wretched Marcia, 
Sinking with guilt, and grief, and ſhame, is come 
To follow thy ſad ſteps, and loud, proclaim 
To heav'n and earth, ev'n in the face of Appius, 
And her falſe brother, the deteſted perfidy, 
They have contriv'd againſt thee ! 
Vir. | My kind Marcia, 
All will be well—Methinks my ſoul ſeems arm'd 
With heav'n-imparted ſtrength ; and hghter grown 
Than uſual, is 3 to ſhake off 
Theſe earthy bands that hold her Now, my Lucius, 
Once more farewel forgive the few harſh words, 
Which while my tongue pronounc'd, my heart dif- 
| claim'd ; / . 
For oh, that I have ever fondly lov'd thee, 
And ever will, till the laſt pulſe of life 


Shall 
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Shall ceaſe to beat within this conſtant heart, — 

Let _ embrace, and this! [embracing] perhaps the 
aſt, | 

That e'er ſhall bind thee to Virginia's breaſt, 

Bear witneſs ! | 

i. Oh my ſoul !— here let me grow! [embracing. 
And twiſt my vital thread with. thine ſo faft, | 
The envious fates ſhall be oblig'd to cloſe 
TH' inexorable ſheers on both at once ! 

Vir. Icillus, I muſt leave thee ! 

Fi. May the Gods 
Abandon me, if aught ſhall now divide us ! 
No, ſince this deſp'rate courſe is fix d, Virginia, 
Myſelf will guide thee to this baſe tribunal], 
Where rob'd iniquity fits high enthron'd, 

To tread on innocence ! Now, ye juſt Pow'rs, 
Whom we adore, exert your dreaded influence! 

Now ſtrike on virtue's fide! confound the guilty, 
Succour th' oppreſt, and ſhow that ye are Gods 


|  [Exeunt. 
SCENE II. and lf. 


Arrius“ Tribunal in the Forum. | 
A numerous train of Lifors, Guards, &c. 


Aprius, CLAupius. 


They come forward to the front of the flage. 


Ap. Is all prepar'd ? | 

Clau. Nothing is wanting — Guards 
Are plac'd in ev'ry qua —— Three ſtrong Cohorts 
Poſſeſs the Forum, and forbid acceſs 
To all but friends———Firginizs followers, 
A deſp'rate, raging band, juſt hot from war, 
We unawares furpris'd ; ſecur'd, diſarm'd them; 
Not without blood "7 

Ap. That's well, my truſty Claudius, 
By Heav'n that's well ! but how haſt thou diſpos'd 
Thy ſiſter Marcia? Ha!-——ſhe may be dangerous; 
She knows too much, and is too keen a foe, 4 

an, 


60 VIRGINIA. 

Clan. Rufus has my command, if ſhe approach, 
To feize, and inſtantly convey her home ; ; 
He likewiſe has't in charge to apprehend 
Icilius, as a rebel, and to bear him 
Without delay to priſon. 

| "Tis enough 

I'm ſatisfied—and yet methinks—Ah, Claudius] 
There's ſomething heavy here, that weighs me down— 
J know not what 


Clau. There's no retreating now—— 
The die is thrown 
Ap. I hear 'em coming—Now, 


My genius ! Now, be mighty, and ſupport me 
LAppius aſcends the Tribunal. 


Ayprvs, ſeated on his Tribunal. Cuaupius below. 


L. Varcmivs enters, leading by the and his dough- 
ter VireINIa. PLAUTIA, with a train of weeping 
 matrons fall owing. 


Licon, Guards, ec. clo oſe up each fide t the as leav- 
ing cnly the front open. 


Ap. Romans, you ſee me from this awful ſeat 
A ſecond time conftrain'd to render judgment, 
In a determin'd caufe ; our laws, tis true, 
Our rights, our cuſtoms, all cry out aloud 
Againſt ſach violation ; but, alas ! 
So the neceſſity of theſe bad times 
Demands ; for bold fedition ſtalks abroad 
With ſuch gigantic ftrides, that Juſtice” ſelf 
Is forc'd to quit her path TI not repeat 
The high m ufties, the outrages, 
The in{alts offer'd to the ſov'reign magiſtrate ; 
No, Romans ; let my wrongs forgotten die—— - 
It is not for revenge, but law, I ſtand ; 
The ſacred tables, and the even courſe 
Of ſteddy juſtice— This is Appius“ aim 
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Romans, I've done—Let either fide ſtand forth 
I reſt in equal poiſe to weigh the right. 
Clau. Then let my right prevail——My proofs thou 
know'ſt 
This ancient flave—A witneſs to the birth | 
Of that young maid, in my own houſe—My freed- 
man 
. Daus — ho, with the mother's privity 
Sold her to childleſs Naumitoria, 
5 Virginius wife 
1 Theſe proofs, ſo long conceal'd, 
Why now produc'd ? 
Cl/au. Does Appius aſk the cauſe ? 
4 Does he ?—'Tis well thou ſhalt be ſatisfy d; 
But then complain not after, when thou hear'ſt 
Ungrateful truths— 
Ap. What mean theſe ebſcure hints, 
Theſe dark ſurmiſes? - Speak -I dare thy worſt. 
Clau. Know then, it is for thee | proſecute 
This odious, this unpopular claim For thee 
Am loaded with the bitter hate, and rage 
Of all the Commons. 
4. Traitor How? for me? 
Clau. For thee — Thy deſpꝰ rate, inauſpicious love 
For this young maid, known to all Rome — (Nay, 
frown not—) | 
Threaten'd an union, which the ſacred tables 
Have doom'd accurs'd—My freedman, ſtruck with 
horror, 
To think a ſlave ſhould ſtain the Appian race, 
Diſclos'd his guilt, till then conceal'd from me; 
I urge my right, to ſnatch thee from deſtruction. 
Ap. Tm not to learn, that boldeſt cenfure lives 
In baſeſt mouths—The herd will ſtill affect 
To know, and reaſon deep !—But could'ſt thou think. 
I meant to blot my name with fuch perdition ? 
Clau. Forgive my fears, if they have done thee wrong; 
Thy glory was the cauſe ; therefore unmoy'd 
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I wait thy final ſentence, if Virginius 
Have aught t' object, now let him urge it home. 

L. Vir. Thou traitor I have hitherto been ſilent, 
And patiently have heard that impious tongue 
Wrong Heav'n and earth !—only that I might learn 
The full extent of this abhorr'd contrivance ; 
Glaring, as is the day, to ev'ry eye! 

But oh, thou pander ſlave !—think'ſ thou, Yirginius 
Will deign an anſwer to the perjur'd tale ? 
Diſprove thoſe caitiffs, whom thou haſt produc'd, 
And wait a ſentence from that faithleſs judge, 
Who leagu'd with thee— 

Ap. Virginius, {ach intemp'rance 
Beſpeaks a doudtful cauſe—Were I indeed 
The tyrant thou pretend'ſt, what hinders me, 

But that this moment, ſeizing the advantage 
Thy inſolence and outrage gives, I might 
Proceed to inſtant judgment, and ſtand juſtify'd 
To envy's ſelf ?—Think then, and be advis'd, 
While yet 'tis time If thou haſt aught to offer, 

That can avail thee, or invalidate ; | 
Th' accuſer's claim, ſpeak free, thou ſhalt be heard 
With favor; nay, by Heav'ns, myſelf will joy 

To ſee this innocent, hapleſs, virtuous maid, 

Whom I admire, and pity, ſav'd from ruin. 

I. Vir. Oh, Jove, the thunderer !—This temperate 

villain ! 

How calm, how cool he meditates oppreſlion ! 

With what ſerenity he gives the ſtab ! | 

Thou tyrant, who, if Juſtice had her courſe, 
Trembling and pale, ought'ſt now to ſtand before 
The terrible tribunal of the people, | 
To give account of all thy erimes !—Think'ſ thou 
There is that peaſant flave, who could be gull'd 
By ſuch apparent fraud !—Behold the Forum 
Block d up with troops My friends, by baſe ſus- 


prize . 
Ev'n now, a band of 


O'erpower'd, in chains 
Burk forth, and ſeiz'd Zciliur—Nay, with violence, 


rufhans 


>= 
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The gen'rous Marcia (ah, too nobly good, 
To be allied to a perfidious brother !) | 
They ſeiz d. they dragg'd along the ſtreets of Rome! 
Becauſe ſhe could unfold thee, * thee open, 
With all the foul corruption of thy heart, 
To public view !—Thou ſeeſt I know thee, Appius; 
Spare then all farther feigning—T hou'ſt play'd o'er 
I hy part afſign'd ; now be thyſelf again, 
Th' oppreſſive, bloody, bold, rapacious tyrant ! 
And ſnatch by open force ! | 
Ap. Thou inſolent, 
Audacious rebel ! Think'ſt thou to patch up 
Thy rotten plea, by ribaldry and railing ? 
Or with thy clam'rous cries, extort thro” fear, 
What right denies thee ?—No, thy venom'd rage 
Shall burſt thee, ere I ſhrink ? Claudius, thou haft, 
Ry fair, and open proof; by living witneſs, 
Supported well thy claim ; which this foul railer 
Refuſes to reply to, but by ſlander : 
Take then thy own ; for this is my award; 
Which, by the Gods, and the offended majeſty 
Of Juſtice, unrevok'd ſhall ſtand So, hence, 
And take her with thee. | 
Cl/au. I thank thee, Appiu. Come we mnft 
retire , [ Laying hold of Virginia. 
Fir. Off Touch me not - inſidious, treach'rous 
monſter ! | 
[She fruggling, Claudius endeavours to force her away. 
Oh, _ ——help, help !-——my father! Romans ! 
help ! | 
Save me F | | | 
Clau. In vain thou ſtruggl'ſt.— Thou muſt hence 


With me——and ſhalt——Thou art my ſlave, young 


maid ; | 
Know thy condition ; and henceforward learn 
Obedience to my pleaſure—— 
Vir. e Triumph o'er 
A lifeleſs coarſe thou may'ſt, and theſe torn limbs, 
Stiff ning in death, trail after thee——but never, my 
8 o, 


& VIRGINIA. 


No, never think, while ſenſe, and vital heat 
Inform this earthly mafs, to part me from 


The ſtock, where firſt I grew ! [clinging to her father. 


L. Vir. No more, my daughter— 
Thou ſee'ſt reſiſtance is in vain We mult 
Fulfil our deſtiny : there is no help: 

Submit thee then, and arm'd with patience, ſuit 
Thy mind to thy hard fortune. 

Vir Righteous Heaven! 

What, does my father give me up ? Does he 
Confirm the cruel ſentence paſs d upon me? 
Behold me then a ſlave ! Here, thou remorſeleſs, 
Thou perjur'd miniſter !—Here—bind theſe limbs 
In ſervile fetters! Manacle theſe hands 

This wretched frame ſhall not be ſubject long 

To thy inhuman power !—Come then—drag me 

To dungeons, death and darkneſs 

L. Vir. Hold, Firgima— 
Afpius, thou ſee'ſt I yield, nor dare I * 
Contend againſt the ſov'reign power; the Jaw, 

That robs me of my daughter, tho' ſevere, 

I do ſubmit to; and I pray forgive 

A wretched father, if my unweigh'd ſpeech 

Have been too bitter: now, before I go 

For ever to loſe ſight of this poor maid, | 
Whom certainly I always thought my'own, © 
And as my own have lov'd, and bred, and cheriſh'd ;, 
If thou haſt pity, grant this one requeſt, | 

The privilege but of a few ſad moments, 

To breath out all the anguiſh of my ſoul, 

And glut myſelf with grief——Twill be ſome caſe, 
Before we part, to take a laſt farewel, / 
To fold her in my trembling arms once more, 

And rain my bitter tears into her boſom, ' 

ay I LO her! 


ge it ſo— but let 
A 775 for more ſecurity, attend. 


Vir. * well—I thank ye-—This way, 2 | 
Vir. 
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Vir. My beating heart! [/ollowing. | 
L. Vir. Support me, Gods ! [a. 


[L. Virginius, and his daughter come forward on the 
flage. 


L. Vir. VM, child! 
Ah, my belov'd Virginia! 

Vir. My dear father! 

L. Vir. I cannot utter it When I would ſpeak, 
My heart-ſtrings tremble, and affrighted-nature 
Backward recoils !—My child !—muſt it then be? 
Muft I forget all feelings of a father, 
And of a man ?—Moſft I blot out all traces 
From this diſtracted Brain, of what I have been? 
How I have lov'd, how train'd up thee, ſweet maid, 
Now for pollution mark d ?—Oh, bloody At 
Gods, Gods !—if ye are juſt Draw nearer to me— _ 

| 1 | SE "zo Virginia, 

Jet me weep over thee awhile—and then | 
Can'ſt thou not gueſs?--Oh ſay, and ſpare my tongue 
The dreadful word Can'ſt thou read the purpoſe 
That ſhakes me thus ? ; 


I. What may this mean?: 
L. Vir. See'ſt thou | 
This mortal point [ pulling out the dagger. 
Vir. | "Tis as my boding heart 


Preſag'd—here then my cares and dangers end. [afide. 
My father, tho' my ſex, and years, till now 
Unvers'd in forrow, ſtart to look on death; 
Tho' nature ſtruggles hard, and fain would ward 
The fatal blow, that cuts off all my hopes; da 
Yet my ſoul feels, and owns the deed is noble, 
And worthy of my father ! 
L. Vir. Tis cruel, but yet glorious !—Thou muſt . 
die, p 
To ſave thee from perdition !—Think, oh think, 
What tis to live a ſlave! the butt, and mark 
Of hourly ſhame, and inſult ! think upon 
Thy youth, thy innocence, and maiden bloom, NE 
tain” 
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Stain'd and defac'd by barb'rous luſt, and outrage ! 
Think when the brutal tyrant ſhall be cloy'd, 
To have thy rifled beauties then conſign'd 
To th' next groſs ruſſian, and the next iſtraction 
Vir. Quick, quick, diſpatch 
Tear up my boſom with thy ſteel, but ſpare 
To rend my ſoul with ſounds like theſe - Oh ſtrike !— 
L. Vir. Thus then—[/ifting the dagger l my hand 
ſhrinks back, and ev'ry nerve 
Stiffens with horror |—turn aſide, my eyes, 
Nor view the bloody deed !— 
Vir. No more, my father —— 
Oh ow We are obſery'd — They'll tear me fro 
thee ! | 
Here ſtrike - Oh let me aid thy trembling hand 
A moment loſt conſigns me o'er to ſhame !_ 
Z. Fir. Juſt Gods] —-{ looking up to Heaven.) thus 
then—and thus [ fabbing ber, 
The only way I can, I ſet thee free! | | 
Ap. What has he done! [ farting up on bis Tribunal. 
Plau. Oh horrid, cruel, father | 
She ſinks !—She dies — Help! [runs to 277 her. 
L. Vir. [ Holdin the dagger to Appius.] Appius, 
with this 000 27 " 
Thee, and thy impious head, I thus devote | 
To the infernal Gods | [ Exit, holding up the dagger. 
Ap. Perdition ſeize me | 
But he has murder'd her !— Attach him, Lictors, 
And bear him inſtantly— What noiſe is that ? 
[4 tumultuous noiſe is beard without, 


Enter Rurvus to Arrius, haſtily. 


Ru. My Lord, lcilius reſcu'd, by the populace, 

Is coming at their head; the i on po 

They * broke through, and bear down all before 
them. 


. 
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Ap. Confuſion !—I'm betray'd The ſlaves have 
ſold me ! 
Clau, Let us eſcape, before it be too late 
We muſt give way to th' torrent 
p. No, this arm 
Shall ſtem it - And the troops that fled, ſhall conquer, 
When Appius leads em on— Away !—[z Claudius. 
Appius deſcends in haſte from his Tribunal and goes 
out with Claudius. ] | 


Enter Max CA, with a train of weeping matrons. 


Mar. [ ſeeing Virginia's body.] Oh! | 
Support me! here here is a ſight !/—turn here, 
And ſtiffen into ſtone !—-See that ſweet boſom, 
All gor'd, and bloody, heaving yet in death! 
Look on her quiv'ring lins, and that dead pale, 
That creeps o er all her bloom | 
[A loud. ſhouting is heard, 


Then enters Ietvs at the head of the people. 


Ji. [Seeing the body, he is flruck with horror, and 
flauds fix'd in aftoniſhment for ſome time—at laſt be 
hneels down by her—] | 
| 8 My Virginia 
[Virginia at the ſound of his voice, endeavours to 
raiſe herſelf ——She looks at him for ſome time, unable 
to ſpeal then ſinks down, and with a groan ex 


fires m— 


ſci. | flarting up from the ground.) Oh, blaſt theſe 
eyes, 
Some ſpeedy fire from Heav'n !—dry up all fight ! 
Leſt looking here, I ſtrike againſt the Gods, 
That doom'd me ſuch a wretch !——Gone, gone for 


ever ! 3 
It is not to be borne the only way 
Is thus 1 | [going to ab himſelf. 


Enter 
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Enter L. VIROIN IU, who catches his arm. 


L. Vir. What means thy rage?—Look here !—his 
impious blood 
Smokes on my dagger's point ! | 
| [holding up the bloody dagger. 
Ici. | frvggling.] Unhand me, murd'rer !—— 
Thou butcher of thy child! there, parricide ! 
Behold thy triumph there ! 


Pointing to Virginia's Say. 
L. Vir. [-weeping.] My old heart ſplits with ſorrow ! — 
Sweet, hapleſs flow'r ! | 
Untimely cropt by the fell pers hand ! 
My eyes weep blood to look on what I've done 
And yet 'twas pity nerv'd my arm to ſtrike 
The blow ! -- | | 
Ii. Diſtraction ſeize thee ! then ſtrike here 
Give me thy pity too 
. Icilius, hear me 
Look on the cold remains of that dear maid 
She ſleeps in peace and honor! — would thou rather 
Behold her thus, or ſtain'd with foul pollution? 
TY; AIX, as thou art a Roman, 
Declare | | 10 5 


Ii. Away !—I wiſh to die, Virginius 
L. Vir. Todie?—Are Rome, and glory then forgot ? 
At ſight of this hot knife, ſmoking with blood, 
All Rome was fir'd, and aided my old arm 
To reach the tyrant's heart ! And ſhall we now 
Give up theſe glorious hopes — The Roman name 
Again fall rife Again fair Liberty 1 
Smile o'er th'afflicted land! For ſuch a jewel, 
A patriot breaſt muſt know no price too dear; 
Not ev'n-a daughter's blood * Targuin, 
His exil'd race, and Brutus guilty ſons ; 
Great Curtius, Cocles, and th* Horatian brothers 


Heroes 
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Heroes of old, who for their country bled, 
And all th'jthitrious liit of mighty dead! 
Warm'd with their ditjant rays, let us aſpire . 
To trace their ſteps, and emulate their re! 
T' extend bur fame beyond this narrow ſpan, 
And in the Roman to forget the man 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by Mr. GaRRICK. 
Spoken by Mrs. Cit . 


HE Poet's pen, can like a Conjurer's wand, 
Or kill, or raiſe his Heroine at command : 
And I. ſhall, fpirit-like, before 1 fink, _ 
Not courteouſly enquire, but tell you what you think, 
From top to bottom, I fhall make you flare, 
By hitting all your judgments to a hair ! 


And firſt, with you above, IT ſhall begin—(Upper Gal. 
Good-naiur'd ſouls, they're ready all te grin. 
Tho tawelve-pence feat you there, ſo near the * 
The folks below can't beaſt a better feeling. 
No high bred prud ry in your region lurks, 
You betd laugh and cry, as "= works, 


Says Joux to Tow, ( ay—there they fit together, 
As honeſt Britons as &er trod on leather : ) 
« *Taweer you and I, my friend, tis very vild, 
« That old VERGEENvU s ſhould hawe fuck his child: 
* 1 would have hang d him for't, had I been ruler, 
And duck'd that Arus too, by away of cooler. 4 
ome 


ie 
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Some Maiden Dames, who hold the Middle- Floor, 
And fly from naughty man at forty-four ; [Middle Gal. 
With turn d up eyes, applaud VIA 6181's ſcape, 

And wvew they'd de the ſame to fun a rape; 

So very chaſte, they [ive in conjiant fears, 

And apprehenſion flrengthens with their years. 


Te Bucks, wwho from the Pit your terrors ſend, 
Yet love diſtreſſed damſels to befriend ; 
You think this tragic joke too far was carried; 
And wiſh, to ſet all right, the maid had married : 
You'd rather ſee (if fo the fates had will'd) 
Ten wives be * than one poor virgin til A 


May 1 approach unto the Boxes, pray 
And there ſearch out a judgment on the Play? 
In vain, alas] I ſhould attempt to find it 
Fine Ladies ſee a Play, but never mind . 
"Tis coulgar to be mow'd by ated paſſion, 

Or form opinions, till they're fix d by faſhion. m 


Our Author hopes, this fickle Goddeſs Mops, 
With us will make, at leafl, nine days abode ; 
To preſent pleaſure he contrafts his view, 
And leaves his future fame, to Time and ox. 
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